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Introduction 


ae HE fairyland of romance is not far removed from 
the more sober domains of history. Indeed, 
the territory of the one sometimes overlaps 
that of the other; and the boundary line between them 
is often dim and ill-defined. This truth is illustrated in 
the legends which have come down to us from the middle 
ages. In those rude, uncultured times, men did not care 
greatly to sift fact from fiction, nor to pry into the likeli- 
hood of things. No matter how improbable a story might 
be, if it were pleasing to them, they never thought of 
questioning its truth. Most of the earlier legends began 
in song: they were sung or recited by wandering bards 
or minstrels long before they were written down. They 


have in them usually some slender thread of real history, _ 


so covered over with traditions, and mixed up with 
mysteries and marvels, that it is impossible to know how 
much is fact, and how much is fable. We read them 
chiefly to learn how the men of those far-off cloudy days 
thought and felt, what they believed, and with what kind 
of literature they were entertained. Yet if we remove the 
dross and impurities which obscure the fairer and nobler 
parts of these legends, and adapt them to our own 
modes of thinking and expression, we shall not fail to 
find some things that will instruct, and many that will 
please. 


Jean Bodel a minstrel of the thirteenth century, wrote, 
9 
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“There are but three subjects which interest men,—the 
tales of France, of Britain, and of Rome the great ; and 
to these subjects there is nothing like. The tales of 
Britain! are so light and pleasant; those of Rome® are 
wise and of teachful sense ; those of France * truly every 
day of greater appearance.” 

In this story of Roland as I propose telling it, I shall 
introduce you to some of the most pleasing of those “ tales 
of France.” The poems and legends which embody them 
were written in various languages, and at widely different 
times ; but in them two names, Charlemagne and Roland, 
are of very frequent occurrence. Charlemagne, as you 
know, was a real historical personage, the greatest 
monarch of medieval times. His empire included France, 
the greater part of Germany, and Italy; and his power 
and influence were felt all over the Christian world. The 
fame of his achievements in war was heralded and sung 
in every country of Europe; his name was in the mouth 
of every story-teller and wandering bard; and it finally 
became customary to ascribe all the heroic deeds and 
wonderful events of three centuries to the time of Charle- 
magne, The songs and stories in which these events were 
related were dressed up with every kind of embellishment 
to suit the circumstances of their recital. Wild myths of 

“the Pagan ages, legends and traditions of the Christian 
Church, superstitious notions of magic and witchcraft, 
fantastic stories derived from the Arabs of Spain and the 
East,—all these were blended in one strange mass, and 
grafted upon a slender stem of historical truth. The 
result was a curious mixture of fact and fiction, of the 
real and the marvellous, of the beautiful and the impure, 


1 The romances of King Arthur. 2 The Gesta Romanorum, 
8 The legends of Charlemagne. 
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of Christian devotion and heathen superstition. And it 
was thus that “the tales of France,” which we may 
term the legendary history of Charlemagne, came into 
being. 

The Charlemagne of romance is a very different 
personage from the Charlemagne of history; and the 
tales which cluster around the name of that monarch 
must not be regarded as true pictures of life and manners 
during his reign, but rather as illustrations of the state of 
society at the various times of their composition. In the 
romances, Charlemagne is represented as the patron of 
chivalry, and his warriors as possessing all the knightly 
virtues. But we know, that, in his time, the institution of 
chivalry did not exist, and that there were no knights, 
In the tenth century, however, when men first began to 
write down the tales of France, chivalry was in its prime ; 
and it was but natural that the poet who wrote and sang 
for feudal chiefs and lords should invest his heroes with 
knighthood, and represent Charlemagne as the founder of 
the order. 

Roland, the nephew of the Charlemagne of romance, 
and his companion in all great enterprises, is unknown 
to history. Yet he is the typical knight, the greatest 
hero of the middle ages. His story, as I shall tell it you, 
is not a mere transcript of the old romances. The main 
incidents have been derived from a great variety of 
sources, while the arrangement and the connecting parts 
are of my own invention. I have culled the story from 
the song-writers and poets of five centuries, and of as many 
languages. Sometimes I have adhered closely to the 
matter and spirit, and even the words, of the originals ; 
sometimes I have given free rein to my own imagination ; 
and throughout I have endeavoured so to arrange and re 
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touch the individual parts of the story as to lend interest 
to its recital, and adapt it to our own ways of thinking, 
and our modern notions of propriety. The oldest story 
of Roland was doubtless that which was sung by the 
minstrel of William the Conqueror, in 1066. Wace, in 
his account of the battle of Hastings, says, “ Taillefer, who 
sang very well, rode before the duke, singing of Charle- 
magne and of Roland and of Oliver, and of the vassals 
who died at Roncevaux.” The song which Taillefer sang 
must have been the Chanson de Roland, written by one 
Turold, perhaps as early as the tenth century. It is by 
far the finest of all the “tales of France.” More than 
twenty years after the battle of Hastings, there appeared 
a Latin work, entitled The Lzfe of Charles the Great and of 
Roland, which, it was claimed, had been written by Arch- 
bishop Turpin, the father-confessor of Charlemagne. The 
falsity of this claim is too apparent to need any proof; 
and yet the work, having been sanctioned by Pope Calixtus, 
and placed by him upon the roll of canonical books, exerted 
no small influence over the poetical literature which 
followed it, and supplied materials and suggestions to many 
later romancists. In England, in the thirteenth and four- 
teenth centuries, there appeared several rhyming romances 
relating to our,hero. Among these were Szr Ferumbras, 
an adaptation of a French poem, entitled Frerabras, Otuel, 
and Roland and Ferragus. One of the first books printed 
in our language was a legendary history of Charlemagne, 
entitled “ The Lyfe of Charles the Great, fynysshed in the 
reducing of it into Englysshe the xviti day of Juin 
MCCCCLXXXV. Explicit per William Caxton.” In 
our own time Mr John Malcolm Ludlow, in his Popular Epics 
of the Middle Ages, has given us a valuable critical analysis 
of some of the most important legends of Roland and 
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Charlemagne. In Germany we find an adaptation of the 
Chanson de Roland in an old poem, entitled Ruolandes Liet, 
which appeared, probably, as early as 1177, and has re- 
cently been edited by William Grimm. Karl Simrock’s 
Kerlingisches Heldenbuch contains some of the most de- 
lightful traditions of Roland and Charlemagne; and the 
Kazserchronik, published in 1849, gives a complete legen- 
dary history of Charlemagne and his peers from a German 
point of view. In Italy the story of Roland was long a 
most fertile and attractive theme, and gave rise to more 
than one great poem. The legends relating to his parent- 
age and boyhood are contained in the /unamoramento di 
Milone @ Anglante, printed in the sixteenth century, and 
in several other poems much older; the Orlando Innamorato 
of Boiardo tells us of the marvellous adventures of our 
hero in Fairyland and in the Far East; the Ovlando 
Furioso of Ariosto tells of his prowess as a knight, his 
disappointment in love, his madness and ultimate recovery ; 
the Morgante Maggiore of Pulci relates the story of his 
later adventures and hisdeath. In the medieval romances 
of Spain the name of Roland is of frequent occurrence ; 
and the story, modified to suit the prejudices of Spanish 
readers, is found in numerous old songs and poems, some 
of them as early as the twelfth century. There is, in 
short, no country in Europe, and no language, in which 
the exploits of Charlemagne and of Roland have not at 
some time been recounted and sung. h, 

In relating the story of Roland it would, of course, be 
impossible to avoid some mention of Oliver and Reinold, 
and Ogier the Dane,—heroes who were his companions 
in arms, and who rivalled him in the number and greatness 
of their exploits. I have therefore been at some pains to 
give, from the same ancient sources, the most popular and 
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pleasing legends concerning these valorous knights, one of 
whom, at least, can lay claim to an historical existence. 
Further stories of Ogier will be found in other volumes of 
this series.! 

The old bards and story-tellers who invented, embel- 
lished, and sang these famous “tales of France,” were 
accustomed to modify, recast, and remodel their stories 
so as to adapt them to the tastes and demands of their 
audiences. In presenting the story of Roland for the 
first time in a connected form and to a popular audience, 
I shall certainly be pardoned if I endeavour to follow their 
example. 


1 Britain Long Ago, by E. M. Wilmot-Buxton, and Stories zrom the 
Earthly Paradise, by M. G, Edgar, M.A. 
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ADVENTURE I 


Roland and Oliver 


NE summer afternoon rather more than eleven 
() hundred years ago, the boy Roland was sitting 
in the cleft of a broken rock that forms the 
crest of one of the hills in the neighbourhood of Sutri. 
Above him was the deep blue sky of Italy, unflecked 
by any cloud: on either side of him stretched a dull, 
uneven plain, broken here and there by wet, marshes, 
and long lines of low hills. A mile or more to the south, 
and partly hidden behind the brow of the hill, could be 
seen the old town, with its strong castle, and its half- 
ruined amphitheatre, and its white-walled monastery. 
Diréctly beneath him was the dusty highroad, which, 
after winding among the straggling vineyards and the 
little farms that dotted the plain, was lost to sight in a 
strip of dusky woodland a league and more to the north- 
ward. Along that road King Charlemagne, with the 
flower of his great army, was hourly expected to pass, 
marching on his way to the castle of Sutri, where he was 
to be entertained for a time as a guest; and it was for 
this reason that the lad sat so still, and watched so long, 
in his half-hidden perch on the hilltop. 
Everything, as if awed by the near coming of the 
15 
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hero king, seemed strangely still that afternoon. Scarcely 
a sign of life was to be seen; and the places which at 
other times had been noisy with busy workers were now 
silent and deserted. The reapers, who yesterday had 
made the wheat-fields ring with their gay jests and their 
rude songs, had left their sickles in the fields, and stolen 
silently away. The young girls who had been gleaning 
the fallen grain, and whose laughter had awakened the 
echoes among the hills, were nowhere to be seen to-day, 
although the eagle eyes of Roland sought them on every 
hand. Along the highroad, which at other times seemed 
alive with the busy folk coming and going between 
Sutri and Viterbo, neither man, woman, nor beast was 
stirring. But off toward Sutri the boy could see that 
things were quite different. The town seemed to be 
decked in holiday attire: the governor’s castle was draped 
with gay bunting, and flags and banners floated from the 
turret-tops. Companies of knights dressed in rich livery 
rode hither and thither, impatiently waiting the word 
from the watchman above the gates to go out and meet 
the kingly guest. The streets were crowded with hurry- 
ing, eager folk, who knew not whether to hail the coming 
of Charlemagne and his host as a blessing, or to look 
upon it as a calamity. 

Now and then the sound of voices from the town 
or the cries of the soldiers in the garrison, came to 
Roland’s ears; and anon he heard the monks in the 
monastery omely chanting their prayers. Quietly he 
sat there, waiting and wondering, and anxiously watching 
for any sign of the coming host. The fair face of the 
lad, and the long flaxen hair which fell in glistening 
waves upon his bare shoulders, showed his kinship with 
the hardy races of the North, And there was something 
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in the piercing look of his eye, in the proud curl of 
his lip, in the haughty turn of his head, which made 
him seem like a young king among men, and which often 
had caused those who met him to doff the hat in humble 
courtesy. He was very poorly clad: his head and limbs 
were bare ; and the thin, scant clothing which covered his 
body was nought but rags and shreds, Yet he bore himself 
proudly, as one who knew his own worth, and who, having 
a blameless heart, had nothing of which to feel ashamed. 

Slowly the sun began to slope toward the west; and, 
with each moment that passed, the lad’s eagerness seemed 
to grow greater. By and by another boy came over the 
crest of the hill, and stood in the cleft of the rock by 
the side of Roland, and with him gazed down the deserted 
road. He seemed to be of about the same age as Roland, 
and, like him, was tall and sparely built. His dark hair 
and overhanging brows, his ruddy face and flashing eyes, 
betokened an equal kinship with the danger-daring North- 
folk and the leisure-loving people of the South. He 
wore the rich dress of a court page, and carried himself 
with a lofty grace suchas only those who bear brave 
hearts can ever show. 

“J feared you were not coming, Oliver,” said Roland, 
offering his hand, but not once turning his head, or taking 
his eyes from the distant woodland. 

“Tt was indeed hard for me to get leave,” answered 
the other. “But the ladies at the castle are very kind, 
and here Iam; and I mean to be, with you, the first to 
see the great king and his valiant knights. Yet he is late.” 

“JT think I see them coming now,” said Roland. 
“There is a glimmering of light among the trees, which 
I think must be the flashing of the sun upon their armour. 
And it grows brighter, and seems to come nearer.” 

B 
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He had scarcely finished speaking, when the clear 
notes of a bugle were heard, borne faintly to them on the 
breeze. And soon they heard a sound like the distant 
dashing of waves against the seashore, the rustling of 
myriads of dry leaves in the autumn woods, the faint 
rumbling of a far-away storm cloud. They knew that it 
was nought but the noise made by the trampling of many 
feet, the heavy tread of war-horses, the rattling of arms 
and armour. Then a great cloud of dust was seen rising 
like a mist above the treetops; and the rainbow-hued 
banners of the coming host hove in sight. 

Presently the edge of the wood seemed ablaze with 
flashing shields and glittering war coats. The boy 
Roland leaped to his feet. He stood on tiptoe, and 
strained himself eagerly forward; his face beamed with 
delight; and his eyes sparkled with that strange wild 
fire which in after-days, in the midst of the battle’s din, 
was wont to strike terror into his foes. Oliver climbed 
to the highest point of the rock, and gazed, with an eager- 
ness half mixed with fear, at the wonderful array of steel- 
clad warriors, who now could be plainly seen issuing 
from the woodland. Like a torrent of rolling, flashing 
waters, the host of Charlemagne came moving along the 
line of the highway, and spreading across the plain. 
They came not, however, in all the array of battle, nor 
with their terrible engines of war, nor, indeed, as enemies 
bent on pillage, or seeking revenge; but they came, 
rather, as an army of peace, with music sounding, and 
banners flying, and words of good-will and friendship to 
all. For Charlemagne, having left off fighting with the 
Lombards, was on his way to Rome, with the best and 


bravest of his warriors, to receive the homage and the 
blessing of the Pope. 
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The vanguard of the procession drew rapidly nearer. 
In front rode four and twenty knights, the heralds of the 
king, bearing aloft the silken banner of France and the 
golden eagle of Rome. They were clad in rich armour, 
which glittered like gold in the sunlight; their shields 
were inlaid with many priceless gems, and polished as 
bright as mirrors ; and the sharp points of their long lances 

flashed around them like the restless gleams of lightning 
' in the van of asummer storm-cloud. They were mounted 
on milk-white horses with trappings of white cloth-of-gold, 
and with gold-red saddles, and housings of bluest silk. 

The boy Roland had never seen anything so beautiful 
or so grand, and he thought that one of those knights 
must surely be Charlemagne. And as they drew very 
near to the foot of the hill, and he could look down 
almost upon the heads of the brilliant company, he called 
to Oliver, and asked,— 

“Which of these knights is the great Charles? Is 
it not he who rides nearest the standard-bearer? He, 
surely, is the noblest warrior of them all; and he rides 
with a grace which well becomes a king.” 

But this scene, which filled the mind of Roland with such 
astonishment, was not altogether new to Oliver. Not many 
months before, his father, the governor of Sutri, had taken 
him on a visit to the Court of Charlemagne; and there 
he had witnessed the splendour of the king’s surroundings, 
and had heard of the fearful might of his warriors. 

“No,” he answered. “The great king is not one of these. 
They are but heralds and messengers, who ride before to 
my father’s castle to see that everything is in readiness for 
their master. They are right courtly fellows, I ween, fair 
of speech, and comely of form; but I doubt if any of 
them would be ranked among his bravest knights.” 


20 _ The Story of Roland 


Following the heralds came a body of guards,—a 
thousand men of giant stature, and muscles of iron,— 
encased from head to foot in strongest armour, and riding 
heavy war-steeds girded with steel. After these came 
a long line of bishops, abbots, monks, and priests, most 
of them dressed in the garb of their office or profession, 
and riding on the backs of palfreys or of mules. 

“ See you the tall bishop, dressed partly in armour, and 
carrying a crucifix in one hand, while with the other he 
toys with his sword-hilt?” asked Oliver. “That is the 
brave Turpin, one of the peers of Charlemagne. He is 
at home on the battlefield as well as before the altar, 
and many an unbelieving Pagan has felt the thrust of 
his lance. But see! here comes the king himself!” 

The whole highway and the fields before them now 
seemed filled with steel-coated men, and horses clothed 
in steel trappings; and the long lances in the hands of 
the knights seemed as thick-set as the blades of grass 
in an autumn meadow. [Everywhere were seen the 
gleam of polished steel and the waving of gay plumes 
and many-coloured pennons; and here and there were 
banners, of varied shapes and every hue, on which were 
emblazoned mottoes, and the strange devices of the 
warriors who bore them. First and foremost in this 
company was Charlemagne himself, clad in steel from 
head to foot, and riding a horse of the colour of steel and 
the strength of steel. Roland, as soon as he saw him, 
knew that this must be the king ; for there was no other 
man who seemed so kingly, or who bore himself with so 
lordly a grace. The noblest knight among his followers 
seemed but a weak stripling when seen by the side of 
the matchless Charlemagne. In his left hand he carried 
a lance of steel of wondrous length, while his right 
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hand held the reins of his fiery steed. His head was 
bare, for he had laid aside his helmet ; and his long hair 
fell in waves upon his steel-covered shoulders. His 
broad shield, which was carried by an attendant knight, 
was of plated steel of three thicknesses bound together 
with iron bolts. His thighs were encircled with plates 
of steel, and his hands were garnished with steel gauntlets. 
On his kingly face a smile lingered ; and from his gleam- 
ing grey eyes sparks of fire seemed to shoot; and under 
a weight of armour which would have borne down a 
common man he carried himself erect and proud, like one 
who was every inch a king. 

With wonder, rather than with awe, Roland kept his 
eyes fixed upon the noble figure of Charlemagne; and 
he did not withdraw his gaze until a sudden turn of the 
road around the hill toward Sutri hid the steel-clad 
company from his sight. He did not care to see that 
part of the host which followed. He had no thought 
for the throng of squires and pages, and the crowd of 
common soldiers and grooms, who brought up the rear 
with the baggage and the camp equipage and the led 
horses of the knights. He had seen the great Charles, . 
and that was all that he wished. He beckoned to Oliver ; 
and the two boys clambered down from their well-hidden 
lookout, and started homeward. 

To keep out of the way of the soldiery, and to shun 
other hindrances, they followed a narrow pathway which 
led them over the hill, and down the slope on the other side 
from that where the highway ran. Not a word did either 
speak until they reached the level fields; but here they 
paused, for now they must needs part. The path which 
Oliver was to take led southward to the lordly castle 
of Sutri, where, that night and the following day, 
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Charlemagne and his warriors were to rest and be 
entertained. But Roland’s way lay across the lonely 
fields to a far different dwelling among the barren hills. 
Before they parted, each took the other’s hand ; and both 
stood for some time in silence, their hearts full of thoughts 
too big to find utterance in speech. Roland spoke first. 

“ Some day, Oliver,” said he, “we, too, shall be knights, 
and we shall ride with Charlemagne and his peers as 
proud as the proudest warriors we have seen to-day.” 

“Ves,” answered Oliver, his face beaming with delight. 
“ And boldly will we fare over land and sea, fighting the 
Pagan folk, and doing worthy deeds for the honour of 
God, the king, and the ladies.” 

“My mother has often told me,” said Roland, “that 
the day when I should first see Charlemagne would be to 
me the beginning of a new life. I know not why she 
said it; but I have seen the great king, and I feel that a 
wonderful change has come over me, and that I! shall no 
longer be a mere beggar boy. I must soon be up and 
away, doing my part in this busy world. Let us now, 
like real knights, pledge ourselves as brothers-in-arms. 
Next to my mother, you are my dearest friend. Let me 
call you my brother.” 

“You are indeed my brother, Roland,” answered 
Oliver earnestly. “You are my brother. Don’t you 
remember, that, since the day when you gave me such 
a well-deserved drubbing for laughing at your ragged 
clothing, we have been sworn brothers-in-arms? Did any 
one ever apologise for a fault more heartily than I did then? 
And did any one ever forgive with freer grace than you 
forgave me? And have any two persons ever loved with 
a truer love than that which binds us together ? ” 

“But we are only boys,” said Roland. “You are a 
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page and a prince. I am a beggar and a prince: at 
least so I have been told in my dreams. The next time 
we meet, we may both be knights. Let us pledge our- 
selves, that, let that meeting be when it may, it shall be 
a meeting between brothers-in-arms.” 

Without more words, the two boys, still holding each 
others hands, knelt together by the roadside. And 
they vowed to be true to each other so long as life should 
last ; to share together whatever fortune might betide, 
whether it should be good or ill; to meet all dangers 
together, and to undertake all great enterprises in 
company ; to rejoice together in success, and grieve 
together when sorrow should come; to devote their lives 
to the succour of the helpless and to the defence of the 
right ; and, if need be, to die for each other. 

“And now,” said Oliver, as they rose to their feet, 
“let us, like true knights, seal our vow of brotherhood 
by exchanging tokens.” 

With the word he took from his girdle a little dagger 
with long gleaming blade and ivory handle, richly 
carved and inlaid with gold. It was a gift from his 
grandfather, Gerard of Viana, and had once belonged 
to the Pagan king of Morocco. It was the dearest of 
Oliver’s possessions, and hence the fittest token to present 
to his brother-in-arms. As Roland took it from his hand, 
and gazed with pleased eyes upon its razor edges, gleam- 
ing like lines of silver light, tears stood in his eyes, for he 
knew how highly its owner prized it. Then from the folds 
of his ragged garment he drew the short, broken fragment 
of an old sword-blade, dimmed with age and much rust, 
and blunt with many notches. 

“My token,” said he, “is but a poor return for the 
beautiful keepsake you have given me. But it is very 
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dear to me, and I know that it will also be dear to you. 
It is all that was left of my father’s sword, when, hemmed 
in by Pagan foes, he sold his life dearly in fight, and died 
for the honour of the king and the church.” 

Oliver took the proffered token reverently, for he 
already knew its story. He gazed a moment at the 
curious letters carved on its sides, and at its hacked 
and battered edge; and then he placed it carefully in 
his girdle. And the two boys, after many earnest words 
and many kind good-byes, turned away, and each hastened 
towards his own home. 

By this time the sun had gone down, and the short 
twilight was fast giving place to darkness. With hasty 
steps Roland made his way across the fields towards the 
low line of yellow hills, which now could be scarcely 
seen, lying more than a league away, dimly outlined 
against the western horizon. It was quite dark long 
before he reached them.. But he knew the way well, 
and a light shining from the door of his mother’s dwelling 
helped to guide his steps across the uneven ground. 
And what kind of a dwelling was it that Roland called 
home? It was nothing more than a little cave hol- 
lowed out of the rocky hillside, where, long before, a 
holy hermit had made himself a quiet cell in which to 
live, and worship God. The narrow entrance to the 
cave was in great part hidden by flowering vines, which 
Roland’s mother had with daily care coaxed to grow in 
the barren soil, and had trained to cling to the rough 
rocks and twine among the crevices overhead. Inside 
everything betokened poverty. A single stool, a broken 
table, a few earthen dishes, the simple articles which 
the hermit had left,—these were the only pieces of 
furniture. In one corner of the room hung an old set 
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of armour, dinted with many a lance-thrust, and hacked 
in many a battle, but still kept bright against the day 
when Roland should become a knight. Near it leaned 
a long, broken lance which had done duty in more than 
one tourney ; and beneath it was a battered shield, on 
which were emblazoned the arms of Charlemagne. The 
stone floor was bare, and the rough stone walls were 
grimed with smoke, and the low ceilings were damp with 
moisture. Few were the comforts of home in that 
humble dwelling ; and but for the kind welcome of his 
queen-like mother, the Lady Bertha, small would have 
been the cheer that Roland would have found there. 

“JT have seen him, mother!” he cried, rushing into 
her arms. “I have seen the great Charles and _ his 
glorious army and his gallant peers. Would that I were 
a man, that I, too, might ride forth with the king, the 
bravest of the brave!” 

With a smile of satisfaction the gentle Bertha took the 
lad’s hand, and the two sat down together in their lowly 
dwelling, and Roland told her of all that he had seen on 
that memorable afternoon ; but he talked mostly of the 
noble Charlemagne, and of his kingly grace and bearing. 
Then he spoke again of his own hopes and of his high 
ambition, and of the time when he should be a knight, 
and, mayhap, one of the peers of the king. 

“And now, dear mother,” said he, “the time has come 
for me to learn the great secret of my life. To-day I am 
twelve years old,—old enough to bea page; to-day I 
have seen Charlemagne ; and to-day you have promised to 
tell me all about my kinsfolk and myself, and the great 
destiny which lies before me.” 

Lovingly the Lady Bertha drew the lad close to her, 
and told him the story of her own life, and his,—a story so 
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full of strange surprises to Roland, that, when he heard it, 
he wept for joy because of the big thoughts that came 
welling up from his heart. She told him that the great 
king whom he had seen that day, and whose fame was 
known in every land, was his uncle and her own brother. 
She told him how she, the spoiled and petted daughter 
of Pepin, had been brought up at the French court ; and 
how, after her father’s death, she had lived in her brother’s 
kingly palace at Aix, loved and honoured next to 
Charlemagne himself. Then she told, how, on a time, 
there came to Charlemagne’s court a worthy knight named 
Milon,—a warrior poor and needy, but brave, and without 
reproach. “Milon boasted that his kin had been the 
noblest heroes of alltime. Through his father he traced his 
descent from the Greeks ; and he wore the arms of Trojan 
Hector engraved upon his shield ; and he numbered among 
his ancestors the godlike hero Hercules. On his mother’s 
side he claimed kinship with the fair-haired heroes of the 
North, with the fearless Vikings, with Siegfried the dragon- 
slayer, with the mighty Thor, and the matchless Odin. 
“And when your mother, then the Princess Bertha, 
saw the gallant Count Milon, and heard of his nobleness, 
and learned his true worth, she loved him. But your 
uncle Charlemagne hated him, and banished him from 
France, and sought even to take his life ; for he wished 
to wed his sister to Duke Ganelon of Mayence, one of his 
peers. However, when Milon fled from the king’s court at 
Aix, he went not alone ; he took me, the Princess Bertha, 
with him as his wife: for the good Archbishop Turpin 
had secretly married us, and given us his blessing, 
and promised to help us on our way to Italy. When 
Charlemagne heard how he had been outwitted, he was 
very angry, and he swore that he would do his uttermost 
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to ruin Count Milon, and to bring me back to France, 
and make me the wife of the hated Ganelon. To escape 
his anger, therefore, we dressed ourselves in the guise of 
beggars, and wandered on foot from town to town and 
through many countries, begging our bread. But where- 
ever we went we met the spies of Charlemagne seeking 
for Milon, and offering a price for his head. At last 
we came to Sutri, tired and footsore, and unable to go 
any further. And, when none would take us into their 
houses, we found shelter in this wretched cave, which we 
fitted up with the best that we could, to serve as a home 
until we could soften the anger of Charlemagne, and obtain 
his forgiveness. But soon after you were born, Roland, 
the Pagan folk crossed the sea, and came into Italy, and 
threatened Rome itself. Then your father, the gallant 
Milon, remembering his knightly vows, once more donned 
his armour ; and, taking his lance and his shield, he went 
out to do battle for the king and for the holy church. 
You know the rest. You know how bravely he fought, 
and how he died, as heroes die, with his face toward the 
foe. All this I have told you often. And you know how 
we have lived these long, weary years in this wretched 
hermit’s cell, dependent on our kind neighbours for food, 
and hoping always for brighter and better days. 

“So now you have learned the story of your birth 
and your kinship, and you know the destiny that is 
yours if you but do your part. The blood that flows in 
your veins is the blood of heroes, and it will not belie 
itself. You have seen Charlemagne, and to-day is the 
turning point of your life. Before the king leaves Sutri, 
he must acknowledge you as his nephew, and take you 
as a page into his court.” 

Then mother and son sat long together in the quiet 
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cell, talking of the past, so fraught with distress and 
poverty and wretchedness, and of the unknown future 
with its vague promises and uncertain hopes. But so 
great was the lad’s trust in his own strength, and so 
firm was the mother’s faith in her son, that not once 
did clouds of doubt darken the bright pictures which 
their fancy painted of the good fortune yet in store for 
them. Soon the little candle which lighted the humble 
room burned down, and left them in darkness; the 
moon rose over the hills, and peeped in through the 
doorway, and sloped downward toward the west; the 
stars, one by one, looked in between the vines, as 
they passed onward in their endless journey around the 
world ; and at length the eastern sky began to brighten, 
and then to blush at the coming of the sun; yet still 
the Lady Bertha and the boy Roland sat, unmindful of 
the passing hours, and talked of the new life which they 
felt must soon be theirs.. But when the morning had 
fairly come, and the first rays of the sun shot in upon 
them, Roland, as if suddenly awakened, sprang to his 
feet, and cried,— 

“ Mother, the night is past, and the day has dawned! 
—the first day in the great new life which is mine. I 
will go at once to my uncle, the king, and demand my 
rights and yours.” 

And with his mother’s blessing and many a word of 
advice well fixed in his memory, the lad hurried away, 
walking rapidly across the fields toward Sutri, 


ADVENTURE II 


The King’s Guest 


T was a great day in Sutri. Never since the old 
| Roman days had so brilliant a company of warriors 

and noble men been seen in that quiet town. In 
the governor's castle the king and the peers of the realm 
were being entertained and feasted. The chambers 
and halls and courts were full of knights and squires; 
and every one talked of the noble order of chivalry, and 
of war, and of arms and armour, and of the king’s pro- 
gress on the morrow to Rome. In the wide feast-hall, 
Charlemagne and his peers were dining. On’ the dais, 
by the side of the king, sat Count Rainier, the governor 
of Sutri. Around them stood many of the noblest 
knights, attentive to their slightest wishes. Next below 
the king sat Turpin, the warrior bishop, clad to-day, not 
in his war coat of steel, but in his rich official robes, and 
looking much more the priest than the knight. Next 
to him sat Duke Namon of Bavaria, the king’s counsellor, 
grey-bearded and sage, strong in fight, and wise in 
statecraft,—the oldest and the most trusted of all the 
peers. On the other side was Malagis, the cunning 
dwarf, who, it was said, had power over the unseen 
creatures of the air, and by means of witchery could 
sometimes foretell the things that were about to befall. 
Next to him was old Ganelon of Mayence, at heart a 


vile traitor, the smile of a hypocrite resting on his thin 
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lips, and his serpent-eyes twinkling with an evil light. 
On either side of the long table below sat many worthy 
knights, the most trusted warriors of Charlemagne, and 
the doughtiest heroes in Christendom. I doubt if ever 
more valour was seen in castle hall. 

Mirth and revelry ruled the hour; and the long, low 
hall rang with the sound of the harp and the flute 
and the glad voices of the singers. The great oaken 
table was piled with a heavy weight of good cheer. The 
lordly Count Rainier had provided for this feast every 
thing that was pleasant to the taste, or that could add 
zest to the appetite. The richest meats and the rarest 
fruits, sparkling wine and foaming ale, the whitest bread 
and the most tempting sweetmeats—all were offered in 
generous profusion as if with design to make the knights 
forgetful of their vows of temperance. In the courtyard, 
around the open door, stood numbers of the poor people 
of the town, listening to the. music, and waiting for the 
morsels that would be left after the feast. Suddenly a 
young boy, ragged and barefooted, appeared among 
them. All stood aside for him, as, with proud step and 
flashing eyes, he entered the great hall. With the air 
of a lord he pushed his way through the crowd of 
attendant knights and squires, and walked boldly up to 
the table. Then, without saying a word, he seized upon 
a basket of rare fruit and a loaf of bread that had been 
placed before the king. 

“Indeed,” said Charlemagne, “that is a bold boy. 
He will make a brave knight.” 

But those who stood around were so awed by the 
lad’s proud bearing and by the strange flash of his eyes, 
that they dared not touch him; nor did they think of 
placing any hindrance in his way until he had seized 
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the golden wine-cup which Charlemagne was on the 
point of lifting to his lips. 

“Stop!” cried the king. 

But Roland held fast to his prize ; and, fearless as a 
young eagle, he gazed into the face of the king. Charle- 
magne tried hard to appear angry; but, in spite of him- 
self, a pleasant smile played upon his face, and his eyes 
twinkled merrily. 

“My boy,” said he, “the forest is a fitter place than 
this banquet hall for such as you. You would do better 
picking nuts from the trees than snatching dishes from 
the king’s table; and the wine which you have taken 
from my hand is not nearly so good for you as the water 
in the flowing brook.” 

“The peasant drinks from the brook,” answered Roland 
proudly ; “the slave gathers nuts in the forest. But to my 
mother belong the best things that your table affords. The 
choicest game, the rarest fish, the reddest wine, are hers.” 

“Ha!” cried the king. “Your mother must indeed 
be a noble lady! And I suppose you will tell me that 
she lives in a lordly castle, with scores of brave knights 
and gentle dames about her, and that she sits daily in her 
great feast-hall at a table loaded with every delicacy. 
How many servants has she? Who is her carver? and 
who is her cup-bearer? Come, tell us all about it.” 

“My right hand is her carver,’ answered Roland; 
“and my left hand is her cup-bearer.” 

“And has she soldiers and watchmen and minstrels, 
this wonderful mother of yours?” 

“Indeed she has. These two arms are her soldiers ; these 
eyes are her watchmen ; these lips are her minstrels,” 

“That is a numerous household and a worthy one,” 
answered the king, now very much amused. “But your 
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good mother has strange taste in the matter of livery 
for her servants. I see they are all bareheaded and 
barefooted; and their clothing, what there is of it, is 
made of all the colours of the rainbow. How came she 
to furnish you with a robe so rich and rare?” 

“My robe is of my own furnishing,” answered Roland. 
“ Eight boys in the town do me homage; and they pay 
me tribute in cloth, each a different colour. And now, 
my lord, since you have learned all about my mother and 
her household, will you not visit her in her castle ?” 

Before the king could answer, the boy had turned on 
his heel, and, with the basket of food and the cup of 
wine in his hands, he fearlessly walked out of the hall. 
Charlemagne was surprised at the boldness of the lad, 
and delighted with his witty answers. 

“Let him go,” said he. “A braver lad I have never 
seen; and he well deserves his prize. He will yet 
become the noblest knight in Christendom.” 

Then, turning to Duke Namon, he whispered, “Saw 
you that strange flash in his eye? Was there ever a 
fairer countenance, or a more king-like form? Tell me 
truly, did he not remind you of some one you have seen 
elsewhere ?” 

“He did, my lord,’ answered Namon. “ He reminded 
me of your worthy father, the great Pepin. He has the 
same noble features, the same broad brow, the same 
clear grey eyes flashing with a strange light. He 
reminded me, too, of yourself. Had he been clothed 
in a garb befitting a prince, I should have imagined 
that I saw you again as you appeared when a boy. But 
he reminded me most of your lost sister, the fair Princess 
Bertha. The same gentleness of manner, the same proud 
carriage of the head, the same curl of the lip,—qualities 
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that we once admired so much in the Lady Bertha,— 
may all be seen in this wonderful boy.” 

“I dreamed last night,” said the king, “that my 
darling sister came to me, leading just such a boy as this. 
And I thought that he grew tall and strong, and that 
the whole world looked up to him as a pattern of 
knightly valour and courtesy, and that he carried my 
whole kingdom upon his shoulders. Now this boy is 
no common lad; and the mother of whom he speaks 
can be no common beggar. My heart tells me that she 
is the long-lost, long-forgiven Bertha.” 

“Your heart speaks rightly,” answered Namon. “The 
son of no other lady could bear so perfect a likeness to 
the Pepins. J am sure that we have found her at last.” 

Then Charlemagne turned to the dwarf Malagis. 
“What say you, sir wizard?” he asked. ‘“ You have 
the gift of foresight, and you can read that which lies 
hidden from the eyes of others. What think you’of a boy 
who comes thus boldly to our table, and levies mail from 
us as if it were his right?” 

The dwarf twisted and writhed in his seat: he smiled, 
as only wizards can smile, and then he humbly but wisely 
answered,— 

“ My lord, the lad is no beggar. The blood of heroes 
flows in his veins. Kings are his kinsmen. Great deeds 
await his coming into manhood. Harm him not, but 
have him sought out, and brought again before you. I 
have read in the stars that somehow the woof of your life 
is strangely interwoven with that of a lad like unto this.” 

Charlemagne at once ordered a dozen squires to follow 
the boy secretly to find where he dwelt, and then, with- 
out harming him, to bring both him and his mother to 
the castle. And then the feasting, which had been so 
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strangely broken off, was resumed. And the wassail 
bowl went round, and many a weak-souled knight forgot 
his solemn vows of temperance; and the old hall again 
resounded with music and with uproarious mirth ; and 
the boy Roland was for a time forgotten. 

Very anxiously did the fair Bertha in the lonely hermit 
cell await the return of her son that day. He had left 
her in the morning, determined to make himself known 
to Charlemagne, and to demand the forgiveness of his 
mother, and her reinstatement in the king’s palace. He 
had promised to be back very soon, with a palfrey for 
his mother to ride upon, and a company of knights and 
squires to escort her to the castle. But hour after hour 
had passed by ; and it was now high noon, and still the 
boy did not come. Could it be possible that he had 
been too rash, and had been imprisoned, or otherwise 
severely punished, for his boldness? Another hour went 
by; and Bertha was about to despair of his return, when 
Roland suddenly appeared around the foot of the hill, 
carrying on his left arm a basket of food and in his right 
hand a golden goblet of wine. 

“Mother,” he cried, as he set his burden down in the 
doorway of the grotto,—“ mother, I have brought you 
some share of the feast. You shall not starve while your 
brother, who is no better than you, eats and drinks and 
has such plenty of other luxuries that he knows not what 
to do with them.” 

Then he placed before her the bread and the wine, and 
a delicately baked fowl, and the rare fruits; and, while 
she ate, he told her all that had happened to him since 
he had left her in the morning. He had waited a long 
time about the palace doors, trying in vain to be allowed 
to see the king. The guards said that he was sleeping, 
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and would not be disturbed. If he could only have found 
his friend Oliver, all would have been well. But the page 
was nowhere to be seen; and a squire whom he asked 
said that he had gone that morning, with a company of 
knights and dames, to Rome, and that it would be long 
ere he returned again to Sutri. At length by the merest 
chance, he had peeped in through the open door of the 
banquet hall, and had seen the king himself seated at 
the table. 

“JT could not bear,” he said, “‘to see so great plenty 
of all that was good, and to hear the mirth of the greedy 
revellers, and know that you were here in this wretched 
cave without a morsel of food. I walked right in and 
took the best, nor did I regard that I was robbing the 
king. He talked to me, and seemed not a bit angry; 
and I feel sure that he will send for me to come again 
before him, and then I will tell him all.” 

“ Ah, Roland,” said the Lady Bertha doubtfully, “you 
do not know your kingly uncle. He is hot-tempered and 
violent ; and he may yet punish you for your rashness, and 
listen to no word of explanation or excuse. Many an 
innocent man has suffered from his unreasoning anger.” 

““F am not afraid,” answered the boy. “He was too 
full of mirth to be angry. And I expect, ere this time 
to-morrow, to be installed as a page to the king or to 
one of his peers.” 

He had scarcely spoken these words, when the squires 
who had been sent in search of him came round the 
foot of the hill, and halted only a few yards from the 
entrance to the grotto. Some were on foot, some on 
horseback ; and all were armed with sticks, and more or 
less under the influence of the strong ale which they had 
drunk at the banquet. As soon as they saw Roland, 
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they called out loudly to him, ordering him to surrender 
himself as their prisoner. 

“Come along at once, my little one,” cried the leader. 
“ The king wants you for robbing his table.” 

Had the squires approached Roland in a respectful 
manner, he would have gone with them gladly. But 
their insolence maddened him. 

“Tell the king,” he answered, “that I am holding 
high court at home to-day, and that, if he wants me, he 
must come after me himself.” 

“But you must come with us,” cried the squires. 
“You, and your mother the beggar woman, must come 
with us to Sutri, and lose no time.” 

“ Beggar woman, indeed!” cried Roland, overflowing 
with rage. “How dare you speak thus of the sister of 
Charlemagne? Go back to the king, and tell him that 
his nephew is not wont to do the bidding of squires and 
churls. Tell him that only by the worthiest of his peers 
will my mother and I be taken into his presence.” 

At this boastful speech of one whom they looked upon 
as only a beggar, the squires laughed heartily ; and one 
or two of them shook their sticks in a threatening manner, 
and made as if they would seize upon the boy. Roland 
ran quickly into the grotto, and soon came out again, 
bearing the long, broken lance in his hands. But it was 
a heavy weapon, and, as he found it, an unwieldy one. 
The squires closed in upon him from every side; and, as 
the great length of the lance prevented him from turning 
it quickly enough to guard himself at all points, he was 
obliged to drop it to the ground. In its stead, he seized 
a stout light club that lay in his way, and then taking his 
stand in the doorway, he dared his assailants to come 
within his reach, 
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“You shall see,” said he, “whether I cannot defend 
my mother’s castle.” 

The squires, astonished at the quickness and the pluck 
of the boy, fell back, and began trying to persuade him 
to go with them peaceably. But Roland stood warily in 
the doorway of his castle, and answered them only by 
swinging his club in the faces of the nearest, and by 
withering glances of defiance. It is uncertain how long 
this strange scene would have lasted, or how it would 
have ended, had it not been unexpectedly interrupted. A 
knight, unarmed, and mounted on a coal-black steed, rode 
suddenly around the hill, and reined up in the midst of the 
excited crowd. His long hair and flowing beard were white 
with age; and his pleasant face beamed with kindliness, 
and was lighted up with lines of far-seeing wisdom. 

“Fila, my brave men!” he cried in tones of merriment. 
“What have we here? Twelve gallant squires in combat 
with a single boy! And the boy holds his castle against 
them all. Surely this is chivalry! What does it all 
mean?” 

“Tt means,’ answered Roland, “that these fellows 
want to take me by force to the king at Sutri, and they 
have insulted me and my mother. Were they knights, 
or even gentlemen, I would go with them ; but they are 
neither. They are mere churls and hangers-on about 
the governor’s court, and they know nought of honour and 
knightly courtesy. It will be long ere they are worthy 
to wear the golden spurs.” 

The knight was amused at the boy’s earnestness ; and 
he said, “I cannot blame you for refusing to be taken by 
them. Yet I know that the king wishes very much to 
see you and your good mother, and he has sent me to. 
hasten your coming, I am Namon, Duke of Bavaria, and 
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I am sometimes known as one of Charlemagne’s peers. 
Perhaps you will be willing to go with me ifI send 
these squires away.” 

Roland, without a word of dissent, dropped his club to 
the ground, and promised to go with the good knight at 
once if he would only find some means by which his 
mother might be helped to reach Sutri castle without the 
fatigue of walking so far. Duke Namon dismounted 
from his steed, and, having sent the squires away, went 
with Roland into the little cavern. There he was 
welcomed heartily by the Lady Bertha, who remembered 
him as a firm, kind friend in former days, when both 
were inmates of Charlemagne’s palace at Aix. And the 
fair lady and the noble knight talked long together of 
things that had happened since then in France,—of the 
gallant deeds of her brother the king, and of his many 
triumphs at home and abroad ; of the death of the gallant 
Milon, and of the long years of wretchedness and want 
that had since dragged by. And the knight told her 
how Charlemagne had sought in every land for her, and 
had sent messengers beyond the sea to inquire for her, in 
order that he might grant her his forgiveness, and make 
some amends for his former harshness. But all in vain. 
The messengers had brought back word that Milon was 
dead, but they could find no traces of his noble wife; 
and Charlemagne mourned her as lost. And then Namon 
told her of Roland’s strange, daring deed in the feast hall 
at Sutri castle that day, and of the thoughts that he and 
the king had had about the boy; and lastly he spoke of 
the king’s desire that she should appear at once before him, 
and, if she were indeed the lost Princess Bertha, she should 
be restored to her old place in his court and in his affections, 

And towards evening the noble duke, with the Lady 
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Bertha mounted behind him on a pillion, rode gaily 
over the fields to Sutri; while Roland, proud and happy, 
and carrying his father’s broken lance on his shoulder, 
followed them on foot. Glad, indeed, was the greeting 
with which the king welcomed his sister; but not a 
word could the fair Bertha speak, so overwhelmed was 
she with gratitude. Roland, still wearing his livery of 
many-coloured rags, but holding himself erect and 
haughty as a prince, raised his wondrous grey eyes 
until they met Charlemagne’s gaze. 

“Sister,” said the king, “for this boy’s sake, if for 
nought else, all shall be forgiven. Let the past be 
forgotten in the joy of the present hour.”. 

“ Dear brother,” said fair Bertha, “your kindness shall 
not go unrewarded. Roland will not disappoint you. 
He will grow up to be, next to you, the pattern of all 
heroes and the type of all manly virtues.” 

And the next day a great feast was held in the banquet 
hall of Count Rainier’s castle, in honour of the fair princess 
and her gallant little son. And not only the bravest 
warriors in Charlemagne’s service, but also many noble 
ladies and many knights from Rome and the country 
round about, sat down with the king at the festal board. 
And this time Roland was not an uninvited guest; but 
he sat in the place of honour at the king’s right hand, 
while squires and servitors waited his call, and hastened 
to do his bidding. And Charlemagne rested two days 
longer at Sutri before proceeding on his march ; and then 
he sent his sister, the princess, with a guard of trustworthy 
knights, back to France and to the pleasant palace and 
halls of Aix. But Roland was made a page in the service 
of good Duke Namon; and, when the grand army moved 
on again towards Rome, he bade good-bye to his humble 


+. 
40 The Story of Roland 


friends in Sutri, and made ready to go too. No happier, 
prouder heart beat in Italy that day than Roland’s. 
Dressed in a rich gown of green velvet bordered with 
crimson and gold, and mounted on a white palfrey most 
handsomely harnessed, he seemed little like the bare-footed 
beggar to whom the boys of Sutri had been wont to do 
homage. But it needed not that one should look closely 
to recognize that same noble form, those wonderful grey 
eyes, that proud but kindly face. And he rode not with 
the rout of squires and soldiers and hangers-on who brought 
up the rear of the army, but by the side of Duke Namon, 
and in company with the bravest knights and the peers of 
the realm. 

All along the road the people of the towns, the castles, 
and the countryside, crowded to see the conquering hero ; 
and they welcomed him with shouts and glad songs as the 
guardian of Italy and the champion of all Christendom. 
Three miles outside of Rome all the noblest men of the 
city were waiting, with music playing and banners waving, 
to escort the grand army through the gates. Ata mile from 
the walls the children of the schools met them, bearing 
palm leaves and olive branches in their hands, and strewing 
flowers in the way, and singing hymns in honour of the 
hero king. Charlemagne had laid aside his arms and his 
armour ; and, dressed in his kingly robes, he rode by the 
side of the good Archbishop Turpin. His mantle was 
wrought of the finest purple, bordered with gold and 
ermine ; upon his feet were sandals sparkling with price- 
less gems; upon his head was a coronet of pearls and 
flashing jewels. His horse was harnessed in the most 
goodly fashion, with trappings of purple damask bordered 
with ermine and white cloth-of-gold. 

At the gate of the city the procession was met by a 
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company of priests and monks bearing the standard of 
the cross, which was never taken out save on the most 
solemn and magnificent occasions. When Charlemagne 
saw the cross, he and his peers alighted from their horses, 
and went humbly on foot to the steps of St Peter’s Church, 
There he was met by the Pope, the bishops, and a great 
retinue of priests and monks, dressed in their richest 
vestments, who welcomed him to Rome, and blessed him. 
And on every side, in the streets and in the church, loud 
shouts rent the air, and the people joined in singing the 
chant, “Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the 
Lord.” 

The boy Roland, having never seen such grandeur, 
was filled with wonder and astonishment. “Surely,” 
said he, “this is the happy vale of paradise, of which 
my mother has so often told me, where every Christian 
knight hopes one day to find a home.” 

“It is not that vale,’ answered good Duke Namon; 
“but it is the beginning of the road which leads thither.” 

Not many days did Charlemagne remain at Rome. 
Messengers came to him from France, who said that 
the Saxons and other Pagan folk had crossed the Rhine, 
and were carrying fire and sword into the fairest portions 
of the land ; and they begged him to hasten his return to 
his own country, that he might protect his people from the 
ravages of their barbarous foes. So, having received the 
homage and the blessing of the Pope, and having been 
crowned with the iron crown of the Lombards, he 
marshalled all his forces, and set out on his journey back 
to France. And late that same autumn, Roland saw for 
the first time the noble city of Aix, and was formally 
installed as page in Duke Namon’s household. 


ADVENTURE III 


The War with the Saxons 


STORMY winter had set in. It was unlike 
A anything that Roland had ever seen in his sunny 
southern home; and he was scarcely more 
astonished by the grandeur of Charlemagne’s court than 
by this wonderful war of the elements. The bleak north 
winds, like so many giants let loose, came roaring through 
the forests, and shrieking among the house-tops and the 
castle towers, carrying blinding tempests of sleet and 
snow in their arms, and hurling them angrily to the 
ground. The rivers were frozen over; the roads were 
blocked ; there was little communication between Aix 
and other parts of Charlemagne’s dominions. The main 
part of the army was still in Southern France, and there 
it was ordered to stay until the opening of spring should 
make it possible to advance against the Saxons, 

Very pleasant to Roland was his first winter at 
Charlemagne’s court. Within the palace halls there were 
comfort and good cheer; the fires blazed high and warm 
in the great chimney places; there was much music and 
merry-making ; and for Roland there were many agreeable 
duties. Much of his time was spent in the service of the 
ladies at court, and especially of the Duchess Blanchefleur, 
the wife of good Duke Namon. And he was instructed in 
the first duties of the true knight,—to reverence God, and 


honour the king; to speak the truth at all times; to deal 
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justly with both friend and foe; to be courteous and oblig- 
ing to his equals; to be large-hearted and kind to those 
beneath him in rank; and, above all, to help the needy, 
to protect the weak, and to respect and venerate ladies. 
Some time, too, he spent in the company of his lord, 
Duke Namon. He waited on him at table, he poured 
out his wine, he carried his messages ; and much wisdom 
_ did he learn, listening to the words that fell from the 
lips of the sage counsellor. He became acquainted, too, 
with the officers of the court, and with the squires and 
grooms about the palace. And he learned how to 
manage horses, and how to mount and ride a_high- 
mettled steed. He was taught how to hold a lance with 
ease, how to handle the broadsword. dexterously, and how 
to draw the longbow, and shoot with sharp-sighted skill. 
When the weather was fine and the snow not too deep 
on the ground, he often rode out with his master and 
other knights to hunt the deer and wild boar in the forest. 
And he learned all about the training and care of falcons 
and merlins and hunting-hounds, and how to follow the 
game in the wildwood, and how to meet the charge of a 
wounded buck or a maddened boar. Sometimes, during 
the long winter evenings, he sat in the school of the 
palace with Charlemagne and the members of the family, 
and listened to the wise instructions of Alcuin, the 
English schoolmaster. And he learned to read in the 
few Latin books that were treasured with great care in 
the scriptorium, or writing-room, of the palace; and 
sometimes, under the direction of the schoolmaster, he 
tried to copy the beautiful letters of some old-time 
manuscript. At other times he sat with the knights and 
the squires in the low-raftered feast-hall, and listened to 
the music and the long-stories of some wandering harper. 
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And thus the winter months sped swiftly by; and as 
the days began to grow longer and warmer, and the snow 
melted from the ground, and the ice thawed in the rivers, 
Charlemagne thought it time to make ready for the long- 
deferred campaign against the Saxons. Messengers were 
sent out in all directions to summon every true knight 
and every loyal fighting man to join the king’s standard 
at Aix; and it was expected, that, by the time of the 
Easter festival, a hundred thousand warriors would be 
there, ready to march against the Pagan folk of the North. 
About the king’s castle many busy preparations were 
going on. Some were furbishing up their arms, or 
mending old armour ; others were providing new weapons 
for themselves, or new harness for their steeds; knights, 
squires, pages, and grooms, all found enough to do, and all 
looked forward with eager impatience to the day that was 
set for the march. In the smithies the bellows roared and 
the fires glowed; and smiths and armourers worked day 
and night, forging swords and spear points, and riveting 
armour plates and rings of mail. And even in the kitchens 
there was an unwonted hurrying to and fro, and the sound 
of busy voices and busier hands; while in the halls and the 
castle-chambers many a brave-hearted lady sat stitching and 
embroidering rich garments for her lord, 

The time of the Easter festival came at last. Grass was 
springing fresh and green inthe meadows. The trees were 
putting forth their leaves. In tne wildwood the voice of 
the cuckoo and the song of the warbler were heard. The 
ice had disappeared from the river, and the snow had melted 
in the valleys: the roads were once more passable. It 
seemed a fitting time for the beginning of new schemes and 
of bold undertakings. And early one April morning the 
great army, with Charlemagne and his peers at its head, 
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filed out of the city, and began its march towards the Rhine. 
And Roland, proud and happy as a knight with spurs, was 
allowed to ride in the train of Duke Namon. 

When the Saxons heard of the coming of the Franks, 
they hastily crossed again into their own country, and 
shut themselves up in their towns and strongholds. But 
Charlemagne followed them without delay ; nor did the 
wide, deep Rhine hinder him long. Through all their 
land he carried fire and sword ; and spared no unbeliever 
through pity. For he was of Christian faith: while the 
Saxons were Pagans, and worshipped Thor and Odin; 
and many of them had never heard of the true God, 

Among the places which fell into the hands of the 
French was the stronghold of Ehresburg, near which was 
a temple of the Saxons,—a spacious building, wide and 
high, and ornamented with thousands of trophies taken 
in battle. In the midst of this temple stood a marble 
column on which was the figure of an armed warrior 
holding in one hand a banner, and in the other a balance. 
On the breastplate of the figure was engraven a bear ; 
and on the shield which hung from his shoulders was 
painted a lion in a field full of flowers. This figure was the 
idol known in history as Irmin, and was the image of the 
war-god of the Saxons. Charlemagne caused the temple of 
Irmin to be torn down and destroyed, and he buried the 
idol and its column deep in the earth. But so great was 
the building, and so large was the image, that the whole 
army was employed three days in their destruction. 

By this time midsummer had come. The sun shone 
hot and fierce in a cloudless sky. There had been no 
rain since the early spring, and the ground was parched 
and dry. There was no water in the brooks; the 
springs ceased flowing; and ere long the river itself 
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became dry. The leaves of the trees withered for want of 
moisture ; the grain would not ripen in the fields; the 
meadows and pastures were burned up with the heat and the 
long drought. Warriors who had never turned their backs 
upon a foe trembled now at the thought of death from thirst 
and starvation. Horrible indeed was the fate which threat- 
ened the Frankish army, and Charlemagne ordered a quick 
retreat towards the river Rhine. Yet both men and horses 
were weak with fasting, and exhausted by the oppressive 
heat ; and the march was slow and painful. They reached 
the dry bed of an unknown stream, and could go no further. 
The soldiers groped among the rocks, and tried in vain to 
find some trace of moisture in the sand. Every mind was 
burdened with despair. Not one among the knights but 
would have given his richest fief for a drink of cold water. 

All at once a storm cloud was seen in the south. 
Rapidiy it rose higher and higher above the horizon. 
The lightnings flashed ; the roar of distant falling rain 
was heard. A great hoarse shout went up from the 
parched throats of ten thousand warriors. They were 
saved. Soon the bed of the river was filled with a tor- 
rent of rushing, foaming water; and men and _ beasts 
hastened to quench their thirst. The good Archbishop 
Turpin, taking the crucifix in his hand, stood up before 
the host, and thanked Heaven for this timely deliverance. 
And all joined in solemnly singing praises to God; and 
all devoutly believed that they had been thus blessed 
because they had overthrown the idol of Irmin, and de- 
stroyed his temple. The very same day the Saxons sent 
to Charlemagne begging for peace, and offering to do him 
homage, and pay him tribute. And the king took hostages 
from them from among the noblest families in the land, 
and then recrossed the Rhine into his own country. 


ADVENTURE IV 


Ogier the Dane 


N the day that Roland was fourteen years old, 

() he was allowed to lay aside his page’s dress, and 

don the garb of a squire. Very proud was he 
of this new honour, and faithfully did he try to merit it. 
He was now no longer a boy, whose chief duties were to 
serve the ladies of the household, and to wait on his 
master at table. He was regarded as a youth perfecting 
himself in the use of arms, and making himself ready for 
the active business of knighthood. He learned now to 
handle all kinds of weapons, and very expert did he 
become in the use of the sword and the heavy lance. He 
practised himself in every manly art, and learned to 
endure every sort of hardship. And there was no one in 
Charlemagne’s court, nor, indeed, in all France, who could 
excel him in the feats of skill and strength in which the 
young men of those days prided themselves. 

About this time there came -to dwell in the household 
of Duke Namon a youth, some three years older than 
Roland, named Ogier. He was a Dane, and had come 
to France as a hostage. Very tall he was, and straight 
as a mountain pine; and men said that a handsomer 
youth had never been seen. His father was Godfrey, 
king of Denmark, known everywhere as one of the 
bravest and most daring of the Northmen: he lived in a 


strongly built castle on the shore of the sea, and had long 
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boasted that he acknowledged no man as his overlord, not 
even the mighty Charlemagne of France. Many years 
had Godfrey ruled over the rude and danger-loving 
people of Denmark; and the swift-sailing dragon ships 
of the jarls and vikings who owned him as their master 
were known and feared in every sea and on every coast, 
from Jutland to Cornwall and Finisterre. And it was 
whispered that the Danish king had even hoped to rival 
Charlemagne in power, and that he had dreamed of 
making himself, some day, the master of all Europe. 

And this is the story that men tell of the childhood of 
Ogier. When he was but a babe in his mother’s arms, there 
was heard one day, in his father’s castle, the sweetest music 
that mortals ever listened to. Nobody knew whence the 
bewitching sounds came; for they seemed to be now here, 
now there: yet every one was charmed with the delightful 
melody, and declared that only angels could make music 
so heavenly. Then suddenly there came into the chamber 
where Ogier lay, six fairies; whose beauty was so wonderful 
and awful, that none but a babe might gaze upon them 
without fear. And each of the lovely creatures bore in 
her hands a garland of the rarest flowers, and rich gifts of 
gold and gems. And the first fairy took the child in her 
arms, and kissed him, and said,— 

“ Better than kingly crown, or lands, or rich heritage, fair 
babe, I give thee a brave, strong heart. Be fearless as the 
eagle, and bold as the lion; be the bravest knight among men.” 

Then the second fairy took the child, and dandled him 
fondly on her knees, and looked long and foungly into 
his clear grey eyes. 

“What is genius without opportunity?” said she. “What — 
is a brave heart without the ability to do brave deeds? I 
give to thee many an opportunity for manly action.” 
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The third fairy laid the dimpled hands of the babe in 
her own white palm, and stroked softly his golden hair. 

“Strong-hearted boy, for whom so many noble deeds 
are waiting, I, too, will give thee a boon. My gift is 
skill and strength such as shall never fail thee in fight, 
nor allow thee to be beaten by a foe. Success to thee, 
fair Ogier!” 

The ‘fourth fairy touched tenderly the mouth and the 
eyes and the noble brow of the babe. 

“Be fair of speech,” said she, “be noble in action, be 
courteous, be kind: these are the gifts I bring thee. For 
what will a strong heart, or a bold undertaking, or success 
in every enterprise, avail, unless one has the respect and 
the love of one’s fellow-men ?” 

Then the fifth fairy came forward, and clasped Ogier 
in her arms, and held him a long time quietly, without 
speaking a word. At last she said,— 

“The gifts which my sisters have given thee will 
scarce bring thee happiness ; for, while they add to thy 
honour, they may make thee dangerous to others, They 
may lead thee into the practice of selfishness, and base 
acts of tyranny. That man is little to be envied who 
loves not his fellow-men. The boon, therefore, that I 
bring thee is the power and the will to esteem others as 
frail mortals equally deserving with thyself.” 

The sixth fairy, the youngest and the most beauti- 
ful of all, who was none other than Morgan le Fay, the 
Queen of Avalon, now caught up the child, and danced 
about the room in rapturous joy. And in tones more 
musical than mortals ever hear, she sung a sweet lullaby, 
a song of fairyland and of the island vale of Avalon, 
where the souls of heroes dwell. 

And, when she had finished singing, Morgan le Fay 
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crowned the babe with a wreath of laurel and gold, and 
lighted a fairy torch that she held in her hand. “This 
torch,” said she, “is the measure of thy earthly days; 
and it shall not cease to burn until thou hast visited me 
in Avalon, and sat at table with King Arthur and the 
heroes who dwell there in that eternal summer-land.” 

Then the fairies gave the babe gently back into his 
mother’s arms, and they strewed the floor of the chamber 
with many a rich gem and lovely flower; and the odour 
of roses and the sweetest perfumes filled the air, and the 
music of angels’ voices was heard above ; and the fairies 
vanished in a burst of sunbeams, and were seen no more. 
And when the queen’s maidens came soon afterwards into 
the chamber, they found the child smiling in his mother’s 
arms. But she was cold and lifeless; her spirit had 
flown away to fairyland. 


Babe Ogier, though left thus motherless, was carefully 
tended and reared, and became, not only the pet of the 
king’s household, but the hope of all Denmark. The 
wisest men were lured from other lands, and employed 
as teachers of the young prince; and he was instructed 
in all the arts, and in all the learning, of the times. Thus 
he grew to be a strong and handsome youth, tall and 
comely, and skilful in every manly exercise. No knight 
in all his father’s domains could ride so well as he; none 
could wield the sword with greater skill, or handle the 
lance more easily ; and no one was more courteous, more 
kind to his friends, more terrible to his foes, than Ogier. 
And the Danes looked forward with secret pleasure to 
the time when he should become their king. But he had 
scarcely passed the years of a page and been made a 
squire in his father’s household, when there came a great 
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change to him, and his life’s outlook was sadly altered. 
His father had married a scheming, heartless woman, who 
hated Ogier, and who sought to drive him away from 
Denmark in order that her own son, Guyon, might be 
heir to the kingdom. To this end she daily poisoned the 
king’s mind by persuading him that Ogier was plotting 
against him, and planning to seize his kingdom. And King 
_ Godfrey, when he saw with what favour the people looked 
upon his son, grew strangely jealous and cold, and treated 
him harshly and ofttimes cruelly. But Ogier, nothing 
daunted by ill-fortune, or by the frowns of his father, or 
by the taunts of his evil-minded step-mother, held on his 
way, and allowed neither malice nor despair to interfere 
with his happiness, or to make him forgetful of his duties. 

At about the time when Ogier was sixteen years old, 
the news first came to Charlemagne of the greatness of 
the Danish king, and of his project to set up a rival 
kingdom in the North. And he vowed that the Danes 
too, as all the neighbouring nations had already done, 
should acknowledge him their sovereign lord, and pay 
him tribute. He sent, therefore, an embassy of a hun- 
dred knights, under Ganelon of Mayence, to demand of 
King Godfrey a promise of homage and fealty, as the 
holder of a fief from France. King Godfrey received 
the messengers kindly, and entertained them in the most 
kingly manner for seven days. When they had told 
him their errand, he led them through the different 
apartments of his strong castle, and showed them the 
well-built walls, and the variety of weapons, and the 
great store of provisions, that he had laid in, in readi- 
ness against a siege, “Tell Charlemagne,” said he, “that 
there are a hundred such.castles in Denmark, and that not 
one has ever been surprised or taken by a foe.” 
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Then he caused to pass before them the flower of his 
army,—ten thousand knights, clad in complete armour, and 
mounted on matchless steeds of war. 

“ Tell Charlemagne,” he continued, “ that what you have 
seen is but a small part of my strength, and that, if he 
wishes to fight for the mastership, I am ready to meet him.” 

“On what conditions?” asked Ganelon. “You had 
best make them liberal, for Charlemagne seldom grants 
and never asks terms.” 

“On these conditions,” answered the king—“that the 
vanquished shall embrace the religion of the victor, and 
become his vassal.” 

“It is well,” said Ganelon. “I will carry your answer 
to Charlemagne.” 

Then the king gave rich presents to the messengers, 
and sent them back again into their own country. 

When Charlemagne heard the boastful message that 
was brought to him by Ganelon, he at once called to- 
gether an army of fifty. thousand men, and marched 
northward to chastise the audacious Dane. A great 
battle was fought, and King Godfrey was terribly de- 
feated. The ten thousand knights, of whose bravery he had 
boasted, were found to be no match for the better trained 
and more skilful warriors of France. The Danish army 
was routed, and the king himself was taken prisoner. 

“ What now sayest thou about the mastership?” asked 
Charlemagne in great anger. “ What now wilt thou give 
for thy life ?” 

“I will abide by the conditions on which I at first 
offered to fight you,” answered Godfrey. “I will become © 
a Christian, and be your vassal ; and, if I may hold the 
fief of Denmark, I will pay you a yearly tribute of what- 
ever sum you may demand.” 
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Then Charlemagne, who was ever lenient to a fallen 
foe, willingly made peace with the Danish king, and, after 
he had been baptized, made him Duke of Denmark. But 
he asked, that, in proof of his sincerity, Godfrey should 
give up as hostages four of the noblest youths about his 
court. This the humbled Dane agreed to do; and by 
the advice of his wife he gave his own son, the matchless 
Ogier, as one of the four. Not long after this, Charlemagne 
and his host returned home. 

It chanced that Duke Namon of Ravana saw the 
Danish prince, and was much pleased with his open 
countenance, his noble form, and his courtly manner; 
and he hastened to get leave of the king to have the 
young man in his own household, not as an underling or 
a servant, but as a worthy and honoured squire. Thus 
it was that Ogier and Roland came to dwell beneath 
the same roof. Daily their friendship waxed stronger 
and stronger, until in the end they exchanged tokens, and 
pledged each other as brothers-in-arms, Nevertheless, 
Roland still remembered Oliver with the same brotherly 
love as of yore, and allowed not his affection for Ogier 
to - make him forget his earlier vows of brotherhood. 

Ogier grew daily taller and more handsome, and 
more skilful in every feat of arms, and more graceful 
in every deed of courtesy. None of the youths about 
the French court, not even Roland, could equal him in the 
games wherein their strength and endurance were tried. 
But as months and months went by, and his father 
allowed him still to be held as a hostage and a prisoner 
in a strange land, his heart sometimes burned with im- 
patience, or sometimes grew sad with a weary longing 
for freedom. 

Meanwhile, Duke Godfrey, the father of Ogier, was 
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too busy plotting treason against his liege lord Charle- 
magne to have much thought for his son; and indeed, 
so great was his feeling of jealousy toward Ogier, that 
he had no wish to have him ever return to Denmark. 
His wife was very anxious that the Danish crown might 
be left to her own son, Guyon; and she at length 
persuaded her husband to withhold from Charlemagne the 
tribute which had been promised ; for she hoped that the 
Frankish king would become so angered by this neglect 
that he would put the hostages to death. 

Four years had now passed, and Charlemagne had not 
received a penny of tribute from Godfrey; nor had 
the Danish duke come once to his court to do him 
homage, as he had agreed. Often had the king threat- 
ened to punish the Dane for his neglect. But his wars 
in Italy and with the Saracens had claimed all his time, 
and the affairs of Denmark were allowed to rest without 
much attention. Secretly Godfrey went on strengthen- 
ing his castles, building a fleet, and training his fighting 
men; and he persuaded himself that he would yet out- 
wit and get the better of the king. But one day 
Charlemagne, as he sat at table with his peers around 
him, chanced to remember the slighted tribute, and the 
homage so long due to him from Duke Godfrey. 

“While all my enemies are humbled in the dust,” said 
he, “this Dane is the only man who dares neglect his 
duty. He shall be reminded at once of his broken 
promises, and of the debt which he owes us.” : 

And he immediately despatched an embassy of four 
trustworthy knights, with a retinue of squires and servi- 
tors, to the court of Denmark to demand that the tribute 
so long overdue should be paid without further delay. 


ADVENTURE V 


How the Army crossed the Alps 


T was near the time of the solemn festival of Easter, 
—the time when Nature seems to rise from the 
grave, and the Earth puts on anew her garb of 

youth and beauty. King Charlemagne was at St Omer ; 
for there the good Archbishop Turpin was making ready 
to celebrate the great feast with more than ordinary 
grandeur. Thither, too, had gone the members of the 
king’s household, and a great number of lords and ladies, 
the noblest in France. There were the queen, the fair 
Fastrada, and Charlemagne’s two sons Charlot and 
Louis, his sisters Bertha and Alice, and his daughters 
Belissent and Emma. There also were many of the 
peers of the realm,—Duke Namon, and Ganelon, and 
Malagis the wizard, Alcuin the English school-master, 
Getineldo the king’s scribe, and Roland, and Ogier 
the Dane. With many fond anticipations all awaited 


1 It is worthy of note, that the children of Charlemagne mentioned in the 
legends are quite different in name and character from those known in history. 
In the legends we read of Charlot, Louis, Lothaire, Gobart, Belissent, and 
Emma: in history we have recorded the names of Pepin, Charles, Rotruda, 
Adelais, Bertha Carloman, Louis, Gisla, Hildegarde, Theoderada, Hiltruda, 

x and Rothaida. Only one, Louis, belongs to both legend and history. 

The names of the twelve peers vary constantly in the different romances, 
In the Chanson de Roland, they are Roland, Oliver, Gerin, Gerer, Josse, - 
Berenger, Jastor, Anseis, Gerard, Gaifer, and Turpin. In /eradras, they 
are Roland, Oliver, Thierry, Geoffrey or Godfrey, Namon, Ogier, Richard, 
Berard, Gillimer, Aubri, Basin, and Guy of Bourgogne. 
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the coming of the festal day, and the new season of active 
duty and labour which it would usher in. 

But there came fleet messengers to St Omer, bearing 
to Charlemagne news as unlooked-for as it was disagree- 
able. The ambassadors whom he had sent last autumn 
to claim the homage and the tribute due from Duke 
Godfrey of Denmark had come home with shaved faces 
and tonsured heads. Barely had they escaped with their 
lives from the traitorous Dane. And they had brought 
this word from Godfrey. “Tell your king,” said he, 
“that the lord of Denmark is no man’s thrall, and that 
never will he do homage, or pay aught of tribute, to any 
foreign tyrant.” 

Great was the wrath of Charlemagne, and he declared 
at once that Ogier the Dane, and his three comrades, 
should be put to death ; for, according to the terms made 
with Godfrey, the young men were now for-hostaged, and 
their lives were justly forfeited. So in spite of the sage 
advice of Duke Namon, and the prayers of the queen 
herself, the king caused the four hostages to be thrown 
into the dungeon of St Omer; and he threatened, that, 
as soon as Eastertide was past, they should be brought 
out, and hanged in the sight of all the people. Then 
word was sent to Paris and to Aix, and to all the chiefs 
and lords in France, calling every one who was able to 
bear arms to rally round the king’s standard, and be 
ready at a moment’s notice to move against the traitorous 
Duke of Denmark. And when, at length, Easter morning 
broke, and the sun rose clear and bright in a cloudless 
sky, its rays fell upon the armour and banners of a 
mighty host encamped at St Omer, ready on the morrow 
to begin the march to the North. 

But a new surprise awaited Charlemagne, Scarcely 
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had the good archbishop pronounced a blessing upon 
the devout multitude assembled at the Easter service, 
when two messengers came in hot haste, and demanded 
to speak with the king. They had come from Rome, 
and they bore letters from Pope Leo. Sad was the 
news which these letters brought, but it was news to 
fire the heart of every Christian knight. The Saracens 
had landed in Italy, and had taken Rome by assault. 
“The pope and the cardinals and the legates have fled,” 
said the letters ; “the churches are torn down; the holy 
relics are lost ; and the Christians are put to the sword. 
Wherefore the Holy Father charges you as a Christian 
king to march at once to the help of the Church.” 

It needed no word of Charlemagne to arouse the ardour 
of his warriors. Every other undertaking must be laid 
aside, so long as Rome and the Church were in danger. 
The design of marching against the Danes was given 
up for a time; and the heralds proclaimed that on the 
morrow, at break of day, the army, instead of advancing 
northward, would move southward toward Italy. 

“ What shall we do with Ogier and the other Danish 
hostages?” asked Ganelon, smiling, and hoping that the 
king would carry out his threats, and have the young men 
put to death. 

“It is no fit time to deal with them now,” answered 
the king. “Let the three who are of lower rank lie in 
prison where they are. But as for Ogier, the prince, do 
you take charge of him, and bring him with you to Rome. 
See that he does not escape; and, when we have driven 
the Pagans out of the city, we shall have him hanged asa 
traitor in the sight of the whole host.” 

The morning after Easter dawned, and the great army 
waited for the signal to march. The bugles sounded, and 
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the long line of steel-clad knights and warriors began to 
move. Charlemagne rode in the front ranks, ready, like 
a true knight, to brave every difficulty, and to be the 
first in every post of danger. Never did a better king 
wear spur. Roland, as was his wont on such occasions, 
rode by the side of Duke Namon, carrying that knight’s 
shield and the heavier parts of his armour; and, as 
became a trusty squire, he thought not of his own 
pleasure, but of the comfort of him whom he served. 
Nor did he consider his own safety or his own honour 
to be matters of concern, so long as Duke Namon was 
his lord. But Ogier the Dane rode in the rear of the 
host, with Ganelon’s squires ; and, being a prisoner, he 
was not allowed to carry arms, or to move out of sight of 
the young men who guarded him. 

Great was the haste with which the army moved, and 
very impatient were the warriors; for the whole of 
France lay between them and fair Italy, and they knew 
that weeks of weary marching must be endured, ere 
they could meet their Pagan foe in battle, and drive him 
out of the Christians’ land. Many days they rode among 
the rich fields, and between the blooming orchards, of 
the Seine valley; many days they toiled over unbroken 
forest roads, and among marshes and bogs, and across 
untrodden moorlands. They climbed steep hills, and 
swam broad rivers, and endured the rain and the wind 
and the fierce heat of the noonday sun, and sometimes 
even the pangs of hunger and thirst. But they carried 
brave hearts within them; and they comforted them- 
selves with the thought that all their suffering was for 
the glory of God and the honour of the king, for their 
country’s safety and the security of their homes. And 
every day, as they advanced, the army increased in 
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numbers and in strength: for the news had been carried 
all over the land, that the Saracens had taken Rome, 
and that Charlemagne with his host was hastening to 
the rescue ; wherefore knights and noblemen from every 
city and town and countryside came to join his standard, 
sometimes alone and singly, sometimes with a great 
retinue of fighting men and servitors. So that when at last 
they had passed the boundaries of France, and only the 
great mountains lay between them and Italy, Charlemagne 
could look behind him, and see an army of a hundred 
thousand men. And now messengers came to him again, 
urging him to hasten with all speed to the succour of the 
pope. 

But the Alps lifted themselves in his pathway, and 
their snowy crags frowned threateningly upon him; 
their steep, rocky sides arose like walls before him, and 
seemed to forbid his going farther; and there appeared 
to be no way of reaching Italy, save by a long and 
circuitous route through the southern passes. In the 
hope that he might find some shorter and easier passage, 
Charlemagne now sent out scouts and mountaineers to 


explore every valley and gorge, and every seeming — 


mountain pass. But all came back with the same story: 
there was not even so much as a path up which the 
mountain goats could clamber, much less a road broad 
enough for an army with horses and baggage to traverse. 
The king was in despair, and he called together his coun- 
sellors and wise men to consider what should be done. 
Duke Namon urged that they should march around by 
way of the southern passes; for, although a full month 
would thus be lost, yet there was no other safe and well- 
known land-route to Italy. Ganelon advised that they 
should turn back, and, marching to Marseilles, embark 
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from thence on ships, and endeavour to reach Rome by 
way of the sea. 

Next the dwarf Malagis came before Charlemagne, 
bearing in his hand a book, from which he read many 
spells and weird enchantments. Upon the ground he 
drew with his wand a magic ring, and he laid therein 
the hammer of Thor and the sword of Mahmet. Then, 
in a loud, commanding voice, he called upon the sprites, 
the trolls, and the goblins, with whom he was familiar, 
to come at once into his presence. And lightning 
‘flashed, and thunder rolled, smoke and fire burst 
forth from the mountain peaks, the rocks and great 
ice-fields were loosened among the crags, and came 
tumbling down into the valley. Dwarfs and elves, and 
many an uncanny thing, danced and shouted in the 
mountain caves; grinning ogres peeped out from the 
deep clefts and gorges; and the very air seemed full of 
ghostlike creatures, Presently the wizard called by name 
a wise but wicked one, known among the Saracens as 
Ashtaroth ; and the goblin came at once, riding in a whirl- 
wind, and very angry because he was obliged to obey. 

“Tell me now,” said Malagis, “and tell me truly, 
whether there is here so much as a pathway by which 
Charlemagne may lead his army through the mountains.” 

The goblin was silent for a moment; and a dark 
cloud rested upon his face, and his look was terrible. 

“On what errand would the Frankish king cross the 
Alps?” he asked. “Seeks he not to harm my friends 
the Saracens ? ” ; } 

“That is, indeed, his errand,” answered Malagis. 

“Then, why should I do aught to help him?” asked 
the goblin. “Why do you call me from my rest, and 
bid me betray my friends?’ 
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vg That is not for thee to ask,” said Malagis. “I have 
called thee as a master calls his slave. Tell me now, 
and tell me truly, is there here any pass across the 
mountains into Italy ?” 

“There is such a pass,” answered the goblin gravely ; 
but it is hidden to eyes like mine. I cannot guide you 
to it, nor can any of my kind show you how to find it. 
It is a pathway which only the pure can tread.” 

_ “Tell me one thing more,” said Malagis, “One thing 
tell me, and I will let thee go. How prosper thy friends 
the Saracens at Rome ?” 

“They have taken all but the Capitol,” was the 
answer. “They have slain many Christians, and burned 
many buildings. The pope and the cardinals have fled 
to Spoleto. If Charlemagne reach not Italy within a 
month, ill will it fare with his friends.” 

Then Malagis, satisfied with what he had heard, un- 
wound the spell of his enchantments; and amid a cloud 
of fire and smoke Ashtaroth flew back into the 
mountains. 

Now the good Turpin came forward, with a crosier 
in his hand, and a bishop’s mitre on his head, and 
a long white robe thrown over his shoulders, scarcely 
hiding the steel armour which he wore beneath. And 
he lifted up his eyes to heaven, and prayed. The 
sound of his voice arose among the cliffs, and resounded 
among the rocks, and was echoed from valley to valley, 
and re-echoed among the peaks and crags, and carried 
over the mountain tops, even to the blue sky above. 
The king and those who stood about him fancied 
that they heard sweet strains of music issuing from the 
mountain caves; the most bewitching sounds arose 
among the rocks and gorges; the air was filled with 
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a heavenly perfume and the songs of singing-birds ; and 
a holy calm settled over mountain and valley, and fell 
like a blessing upon the earth, Then the Alps no 
longer seemed obstacles in their way. The steep cliffs, 
which had been like mighty walls barring their progress, 
seemed now mere gentle slopes, rising little by little 
toward heaven, and affording a pleasant and easy high- 
way to the fair fields of Italy beyond. : 

While Charlemagne and his peers gazed in rapt de- 
light upon this vision, there came down from the moun- - 
tain crags a beautiful creature such as none of them 
had ever before seen. It was a noble stag, white as the 
drifted snow, his head crowned with wide-branching 
antlers, from every point of which bright sunbeams 
seemed to flash. 

“Behold our leader and our hope!” cried Turpin. 
“Behold the sure-footed guide which the Wonder-king 
has sent to lead us through narrow ways, and over 
dangerous steeps, to the smiling valleys and fields of 
Italy! Be only strong and trustful and believing, and a 
safe way shall open for us, even where there seemed to 
be no way.” 

Then the vision faded slowly away from the sight of 
the peers; and the mountain walls rose up before them 
as grim and steep as ever; and the snow-crowned crags 
looked down upon them even more angrily than before, 
and there seemed no road nor pathway which the foot 
of man could follow. But the wondrous white stag, 
which had filled their minds with a new-born hope, still 
stood in plain sight on the lowermost slopes of the 
mountain. 

The king, without once taking his eyes from the 
Heaven-sent creature, mounted his war steed, and 
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sounded the bugle which hung at his girdle; and the 
great army, confiding in the wisdom of their leader, 
began to move. The white stag went first, steadily 
following a narrow pathway, which led upward by many 
steep ascents, seemingly to the very clouds; and behind 
him rode Charlemagne, keeping ever in view his radiant, 
hopeful guide, and followed by the long line of knights 
and warriors, who, cheered by his earnest faith, never 
once feared the end. Higher and higher they climbed, 
and more and more difficult became the way. On one 
side of them arose a steep wall, shutting out from their 
sight more than half of the sky: on the other side, dark 
gorges and yawning gulfs descended, threatening to bury 
the whole army in their bottomless depths. And by- 
and-by they came to the region of snow and ice, where 
the Storm-king holds his court, and reigns in everlasting 
solitude. And, looking back, they could see sweet 
France, lying spread out as a map before them, its 
pleasant fields and its busy towns seeming only as 
specks in the dim distance. But when they looked 
forward, hoping there to see a like map of fair Italy, 
only the rocks and the ice, and the narrow pathway, 
and the desolate mountain crags, met their sight. And 
they would have become disheartened by the difficulties 
before them, and have turned back in utter despair, had 
not the bright form of their guide, and the cheerful 
countenance of Charlemagne, inspired them with ever 
renewed hope. For seven days they toiled among the 
dangerous steeps; and on the eighth a glorious vision 
burst upon their view—the smiling plains of Italy lay 
before them. At this sight a great shout of joy went 
up from the throats of the toil-worn heroes, and the 
good archbishop returned thanks to Heaven for their 
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deliverance from peril. And, a few hours later, the 
whole army emerged into the pleasant valleys of Pied- 
mont, and encamped not far from Aosta. 

Very wonderful indeed had been this passage over the 
Alps; and, what was more wonderful still, not a man, 
nor a beast, nor any part of the baggage, had been lost. 
After he had rested and dined, the king called before him 
his minstrels and jongleurs, and bade them sing their 
merriest songs, and play their gayest tunes on the harp, 
the viol, and the guitar. The heart of the king was 
softened by the sweet strains of music, and by the feelings 
of thankfulness which filled his soul ; and he felt no longer 
any malice toward those who had done him wrong, nor 
any hatred toward his enemies. By and by one among the 
minstrels, an old man who had been a bard among the 
Saxons, and who knew all the lore of the North-folk, 
tuned his harp, and sang a song of the old Pagan days, 
and of the bold, free life of the Danish sea-kings. 

When the minstrel ceased, the king, who had been 
strangely touched by the lively melody, looked around 
upon his peers, and asked,— 

“Is there not with us a young Danish prince, one 
Ogier, the son of the rebel Godfrey? Methinks that he, 
too, can make fine music on the harp.” 

“My lord,” answered Duke Namon, “the young man, 
as you doubtless remember, is for-hostaged; and he is 
now a prisoner in charge of Duke Ganelon.” 

“Let him be brought hither,” said the king, 

A few minutes later, Ogier, erect and proud, and as 
fearless as a young lion, was led into the presence of 
Charlemagne and the peers; and by his side walked his 
brother-in-arms, young Roland. He took the harp from 
the minstrel’s hands; and, as his fingers swept lightly 
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over the strings, he sang a song that he had learned in 
his father’s court in Denmark. And all who heard him 
agreed that they had never listened to sweeter music. 

“Young man,” said the king, “thou singest well. I 
would fain reward thee, and hence I grant thee a reprieve. 
I give thee thy life until we again return to France.” 

Then Roland, as the nephew of the king, boldly begged 
that he would grant a full pardon to Ogier. But he 
would not. Never, said he, should feelings of pity turn 
him aside from the path of justice. Should he spare the 
life of one person for-hostaged, the value of hostages as 
pledges of good faith would no longer be regarded. Then 
Duke Namon asked the king, that, as a personal favour, 
he would allow Ogier to remain with him during the rest 
of the march: he wished him to care for his nephew, a 
noble knight who was in his train, and was sick. To 
this request the king readily assented, and Ogier was 
reinstated in the service of his loved master, And 
Roland and the other squires with Duke Namon, 
welcomed him most heartily to his old place of honour 
among them. 


ADVENTURE VI 


Knighted on the Battlefield 


CARCELY had the army rested from the fatigues, 
S of the march across the Alps, when messengers 

came the third time from the pope, praying 
Charlemagne to hasten his coming. “The heathen 
triumph! The Christians are put to the sword! The 
Holy Father charges thee as the champion of Christendom 
to come quickly to his aid!” At once the camp at 
Aosta was broken up, and the great host advanced 
by hasty marches towards Rome. Roland and Ogier 
the Dane rode side by side, and lamented that they 
were not yet armed knights, and could not take any 
active part in the battle which was soon to be fought. 

“T have not long to live,” said Ogier; “and the 
heaviest thought that weighs upon my mind is, that I 
shall die without having distinguished myself in arms, 
and without having done aught for the glory of the king, 
or the honour of knighthood.” 

“Tt shall not be,” answered Roland. “You shall not 
die thus early and thus shamefully. I will again inter- 
cede with my uncle the king, and I will save you. And 
ere many years we both shall be knights, armed and 
belted and spurred, brothers-in-arms and peers of the 
king, worthy to do our part in battle with the unbelievers, 
and in all honourable undertakings.” 


The Franks arrived at Sutri, and Roland saw with 
65 
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pleasure the familiar haunts of his boyhood. He pointed 
out to Ogier the rocky cleft on the hilltop, where, years 
before, he had watched for the coming of Charlemagne’s 
host. And, when the old castle came in view, many 
memories, pleasant and painful, rushed into his mind. 
Oliver’s father, Count Rainier, had long ago removed to 
Genoa, and the place was now held by strangers ; nor did 
Roland see a single face in the town that he remembered 
as having known in the days of his childhood. 

A short distance beyond Sutri, they met the Pagan 
host who had come out of Rome to give them battle. 
Charlemagne decided to attack them at once. Duke 
Namon, as the worthiest of the peers, led the vanguard of 
the Franks; but Roland and Ogier stayed in the rear 
with the other squires, much grieving that it was not 
_ allowed them to bear arms, and that they could take only 
the part of lookers-on in this great contest. The golden 
standard of the king, the sacred Oriflamme, was carried 
by one Alory, who claimed it as the right of an Italian, 
he being a native of Apulia. 

From a position of vantage on the side of a hill 
Roland and Ogier marked where Duke Namon, with the 
bravest knights of France and their Italian allies, followed 
the standard to the attack. At the first assault the 
Pagans were worsted ; they seemed to fall back in con- 
fusion, and Duke Namon pressed upon them right 
valiantly. Then the foe rallied; they stood stubbornly ; 
they rushed savagely upon the bearers of the golden 
standard. Alory and his cowardly companions from 
Lombardy had not the fearless hearts which are born of 
Northern blood. They turned, and fled for their lives. 
Full of joy now were the Pagans to see the Oriflamme in 
flight: full of shame and bewilderment were the Franks, 


wal ll “ 


68 The Story of Roland 


In vain did Duke Namon strive to stem the tide: he was 
hemmed in by giant foes on every side. He fought man- 
fully, but such were the odds, that he was soon taken 
prisoner. Many other knights, the bravest among the 
Franks, were over-powered. Charlemagne himself was 
hard beset. His lance failed him, he was unhorsed; and 
yet most valiantly did he defend himself. 

The sight of Alory and his coward Lombards coming 
up the hill in shameful flight was more than Roland and 
the Dane could bear. They called the squires around 
them, and urged them to rally to the fray like heroes. 

“But how shall we fight without arms?” asked the 
faint-hearted. 

“Fight with whatever comes to hand!” cried Roland. 
“A sharpened stake wielded by a brave man is better 
than a lance in the hands of a coward. Let us die here 
for the king and for France rather than turn our backs to 
the foe.” 

Alory and his Lombards were now very near. 

‘‘ Believe me,” cried Ogier, “if God have part or parcel 
in this day’s work, these cowards shall take hence neither 
horse nor arms!” 

“Shame be on any that shall fail thee!” answered the 
squires. 

As Alory rode up, they seized his horse by the bit and 
stopped him in his shameful flight. 

“Have you lost the day?” asked Ogier. 

“Where is the king?” asked Roland. “Where is 
Duke Namon? How have you left the Franks? ” 

“The king is taken,” answered Alory, “The infidels 
hold the field. The Franks are slain.” 

“Thou liest!” cried the squires. “Had ye not failed 
in battle, all would have been well.” 
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Without another word, Ogier felled Alory with a blow 
_of his fist, for arms had he none. The other squires 
followed his example, and dragged the craven Lombards 
from their saddles. They despoiled them of their armour, 
they seized their arms, and mounted their steeds. Ogier 
took the golden standard in his hands; the golden 
cords fluttered round his wrists; the charger which he 
bestrode champed the bit, impatient to return to the 
field. 

“Follow me, ye who are not cowards!” he cried. 

The squires hastily formed in ranks, ready for the 
onset. He who could find no lance was content with a 
sharpened stake, or with the splintered branch of an apple 
tree or an ash. 

By this time Charlemagne had freed himself from the 
Pagans who beset him, and had again mounted his war 
horse. Only a hundred knights were left with him now: 
the others had been slain, or taken prisoners, or had 
sought safety in flight. Suddenly Ogier, Roland, and 
the troop of squires swept down like a whirlwind upon a 
field of growing corn. Never was Pagan host so taken 
by surprise. Roland attacked the chief who held Duke 
Namon prisoner : he split his shield in twain, and burst his 
coat-of-mail asunder. The Frankish knights were quickly 
set free and the squires hastily donned the armour of the 
slain Saracens, and followed in swift pursuit their panic- 
stricken foes. 

Meanwhile Charlemagne, seeing the flight of the 
enemy, stopped not to learn the cause, but followed 
fiercely in their wake. His hauberk was broken, and 
his shield was pierced with many lance-thrusts; but his 
good sword Joyeuse was in his hand, a very terror to his 
foes. Soon he saw Corsuble, the Saracen king, flying 
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over the plain, and, unmindful of danger, he gave pursuit. 
A moment more, and Corsuble’s head would have rolled 
in the sand. But at that instant two Pagan knights, 
very giants in stature, rushed to the rescue and Char- 
lemagne’s horse was slain beneath him, while he himseif 
was stretched helpless upon the ground. At length the 
Saracens, content with having rescued their king, and 
anxious to save themselves, would have ridden onward, had 
not the golden eagle on Charlemagne’s casque betrayed 
his rank. Never had his life been in so great peril. But 
Ogier had seen him fall, and as the Saracens dismounted 
to give the fallen king his death-blow the Dane rushed 
with the speed of a falcon to his aid. The golden 
standard which the young squire held in his hands 
hindered him from drawing his sword; and he seemed 
but a poor match for the two well-armed Saracens. But 
he came so swiftly, that he was upon them ere they were 
aware. One of them was ridden down by his horse, and 
rolled ingloriously in the sand: the other received such 
a stunning blow with the staff of the Oriflamme, that he 
fell senseless to the ground. Then Ogier helped the 
king to disentangle himself from his fallen steed, and 
saw him safely mounted on the horse of one of the 
Saracens. 

“Ah, Alory, thou brave knight!” said Charlemagne, 
not recognising the squire, “I have blamed thee wrong- 
fully. Methought I saw thee flying disgracefully from 
the field. But I was wrong, and thou shalt be rewarded.” 

Ogier said not a word, but, giving spurs to his steed 
he rode onward in eager pursuit of the flying foe. 

The defeat of the Saracens was complete, and in great 
haste and fear they retreated to Rome, leaving the Franks 
masters of the field. Then Charlemagne blew his bugle, 
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and called around him his peers and the knights whom 
the battle had spared. And the good Turpin laid aside 
his helmet and his sword, and putting his mitre on his head, 
and holding a crosier in his hand, he sang the solemn Ze 
Deum Laudamus; and all the mighty host joined in 
praising God. While they were yet singing, Ogier the 
Dane came humbly forward, and laid the Oriflamme, 
all torn, and covered with dust, at Charlemagne’s feet. 
With him came Roland and the other squires, walking 
awkwardly in their ill-fitting armour; and all knelt rever- 
ently before the king. Charlemagne spoke kindly to 
them, again thanking Ogier for his bravery, and again 
calling him Alory. And the archbishop held his hands 
above them, and blessed them. Then young Roland, 
bursting with impatience, threw off his helmet and Ogier’s ; 
and the other squires laid aside their armour. You may 
think that the astonishment of the king and his knights 
was great when they learned that the day had been won, 
and their own lives and honour saved, through the valour 
of mere squires. Gratefully the king folded Ogier in his 
arms and thanked Heaven that he had not hanged him 
after Eastertide. And Duke Namon, with tears of joy in 
his‘eyes, embraced both the young men, and called down 
the choicest blessings on their heads for the honour which 
they had done him by that day’s gallant deeds and the 
signal service which they had rendered the cause of 
Christendom. 

Then turning to Charlemagne, he asked, “ What is to 
hinder, my lord, from investing these young men with 
the honour of knighthood ?” 

“They richly deserve it,’ answered the king. “Let 
us make ready at once for the ceremonies. Such valour 
must not be long unrewarded.” 
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Great was the rejoicing now among the French ; for 
all the knights knew Roland and Ogier, and loved them. 
Only two—Ganelon of Mayence, and Charlot the son of 
the king, their hearts burning with jealousy and un- 
reasoning hate—stood aside, and would not join in the 
general gratulations, When every thing was in readiness, 
the young men again knelt before the king. The good 
archbishop, after a solemn service, spoke briefly of the 
duties of the knight, and warned them of the difficulties 
and temptations in their way, Then, taking the swords 
which had been prepared for them, he blessed them, and 
laid them upon the rude altar which had been hastily 
built for the occasion. When this had been done, the 
king stepped forward, sword in hand, and, smiting each 
of them three times upon the shoulder, he said, “ In the 
name of God and St Michael I dub thee knight: be 
valiant, loyal, and true!” Then the peers who stood 
about arrayed them in the knightly garb which had been 
brought for the purpose.. Duke Namon, who had been 
the guardian and most faithful friend of both Roland and 
Ogier, laced their golden spurs upon their ankles, Turpin 
blessed their white armour, and invested each in his coat of 
mail. Duke Richard of Normandy buckled on their 
breastplates ; and Guy of Bourgogne presented them the 
arm-pieces and the gauntlets. Then came Charlemagne 
with the swords which he had taken from the altar. 
To Ogier he gave a plain steel blade bearing the 
inscription, WEAR ME UNTIL YOU FIND A BETTER. But 
to his nephew Roland he gave a wondrous weapon with 
jewelled hilt, and a fire-edge gleaming like the lightning’s 
glare. And Roland, as he took it, read these words, 
engraved with many a fair device upon the blade, I AM 
-DURANDAL, WHICH TROJAN HECTOR WORE. 
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The oath of chivalry was now taken by the new-made 
_ knights. Each swore that he would be faithful to God, 
and loyal to the king; that he would reverence all 
women; that he would ever be mindful of the poor 
and the helpless; that he would never engage in an 
unrighteous war; that he would never seek to exalt 
himself to the injury of others; that he would speak the 
truth, and love mercy, and deal justly with all men. 
And Charlemagne blessed them, and promised to love 
them as his sons; and they, in turn,: vowed to love 
and honour him as their father in knighthood. Then, 
having donned their helmets, they mounted their steeds, 
which stood in readiness, and rode away full-fledged 
knights. . 

The next morning, as Charlemagne rested in his tent, 
he bethought him of the shameful conduct of Alory. 

““Where now,” said he, “is the cowardly Apulian who 
so nearly ruined our cause yesterday ?” 

“My lord,” answered Duke Namon, “he was sorely 
bruised by the blow with which the Dane hurled him 
from his saddle. This, together with fear and shame 
has made him hide himself from the sight of all true 
knights.” 

“Let him be found,” said the king, “and let meet 
punishment be awarded him for his treason and his 
cowardice.” 

Not long afterward Alory, having been dragged from 
his hiding-place, was brought into the presence of the 
king. When asked to plead his excuse for his craven 
conduct, he was dumb: he could say nothing in his own 
defence. Then the peers adjudged him disherited, and 
forbade him ever again to show his face in the king’s 
court, or ever again to mingle in the company of true 
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knights. But Roland and Ogier, when they, ae the 
sentence begged leave to speak in his favour. — + 

“Tt is not the part of a freeman,” said they, e to take 
pains to forjudge his peer ; nor should he deal harshly or 
unmercifully with another’s weaknesses. If all who flee 
from battle were disherited, greatly thinned would be our 
ranks. Ifa man has been gifted with the heart ofa hare, 
he cannot exchange it for that of a lion. Lombards 
know not how to carry the Oriflamme of France, neither 
have they business to meddle with great battles. We 
pray that Alory be forgiven, and that he be not entrusted 
again with duties too great for him.” 

Well pleased were the peers with these sensible words 
of the new-made knights; and they freely forgave the 
craven-hearted Apulian, not for his own sake, but for the 
sake of Roland and Ogier the Dane. 


ADVENTURE VII 


How Ogier won Sword and Horse 


N the banks of the Tiber, not more than a league 
() from the city of Rome, the French encamped, 
and waited for the Saracens to sally out and 

attack them. But the Pagans were too wise to risk 
another battle in the open field. They had ravaged and 
laid waste all the country around ; they had harvested 
the corn, and carried the grain into the city; they had 
cut down the vineyards and the orchards; they had 
seized all the cattle, and driven them within the walls; 
they had stored great supplies of provisions, and made 
ready for a long siege. The Franks, on the other hand, | 
never having thought but that they could support them- 
selves by foraging, were without food. They were in no 
condition to carry on a siege against an enemy so well 
provided. The king was in great trouble. He saw 
clearly, that, unless he could strike a decisive blow very 
soon, hunger—a foe stronger than the Pagan horde— 
would force him to withdraw. Many of his fighting men, too, 
had lost the enthusiasm which they had felt while the enemy 
were still at a distance. They began to complain of being 
kept so long away from their homes and from France ; and 
some of the weaker-minded knights, led by the crafty Gane- 
lon, had gone so far as to plot rebellion, and were planning 
secretly how they might betray Charlemagne, and leave 


fair Italy in the hands of the Saracens. It was plain to 
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every one, that unless the Pagans could be persuaded to 
come out from behind the walls, and risk another open 
battle, the Franks would soon find themselves in desperate 
straits, and be obliged to give up their undertaking. 
While Charlemagne and his peers paused, young 
Charlot, the rash and foolish son of the king, was trying 
to carry out a plan of his own. With two thousand young 
men, hot-headed and hare-brained like himself, he had 
secretly left the camp at nightfall, and marched toward 
the city, intending by a bold dash upon the enemy to 
carry succour to the Christian garrison who still held the 
Capitoline Fortress. But the watchful Saracens were not 
to be surprised. As the young prince and his men rode 
carelessly along, thinking how on the morrow the whole 
world would. ring with the praises of their daring, they 
knew not that Karaheut, the bravest of the Pagan 
leaders, with five thousand picked men, was waiting in 
ambush forthem. All at once, like so many fierce tigers, 
the Pagans rushed out upon the unsuspecting and unready 
band of Charlot. Short would have been the fight, and 
mournful would have been the end, had not the sound 
of the first onset reached the tent where Charlemagne and 
his peers sat in council, Roland and Ogier and their 
brave comrades were quickly in the saddle and very swiftly 
did they ride to the rescue. Karaheut, when he saw them 
coming, called off his men, and withdrew in order toward 
Rome; and Charlot, crestfallen and ashamed, with the 
remnant of his band, rode back to the Christian camp. 
So angry was Charlemagne at the unwise conduct of his 
son, and so furious was he that the Pagans had won the 
right to say that they had worsted any part of his host 
in battle, that scarcely could his barons hinder him from 
striking the fool-hardy Charlot with his mace. But Roland, 
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whose words always had great weight with the king, per- 
suaded him to forget his anger. It was not the French 
who had been worsted in the late fight it was only a band 
of rash young men, irresponsible, and unworthy of atten- 
tion, Not many suns should rise ere the boastful Sara- 
cens would know the true strength, and feel the full force, 
of the Christian arm. 

The next day, about noon, as the king sat in his pavilion 
with all his peers around him, it was announced that 
a messenger had come from Corsuble, the Saracen king. 
It was Karaheut himself who had come to Charlemagne’s 
camp, riding on a mule, and accompanied only by two 
squires. He was unarmed, and very richly dressed. A 
turban of red satin embroidered with gold was uponhis head ; 
a gold-buttoned mantle of purple silk was thrown over his 
shoulders, around his neck was a collar of rich ermine. 
Right nobly sat he on his mule; right royally did he salute 
the king. 

-“TIn the name of all that the Franks hold dear,” he said, 
“I greet great Charlemagne. I greet, too, the knights 
and barons who sit beside him ; but above them all I greet 
Ogier the brave Dane.” 

“The king and his peers heard his greeting in silence; 
but, when the name of Ogier was mentioned, the jealousy 
of young Charlot waxed so great, that he could scarcely 
hold his tongue. 

“Who are you?” asked Charlemagne; “and what is 
your errand ?” 

“Tam Karaheut,” answered the Saracen proudly. “Iam 
the bearer of a message from great Corsuble, the king of 
the faithful. He bids you leave him in peaceful possession 
of this city of Rome which he has taken in honourable 
war, and which is his more than yours, Ten dayshe will 
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give you to take your army and all that is yours out of 
Italy. If you go not, then he will meet you in battle, and 
will spare you not; neither will he have mercy upon any 
who hold the name of Christian.” 

“Never have I turned my back upon unbelievers,” 
haughtily answered the king. “We are ready for fight. 
Tell your master that we fear not the issue. God will be 
the judge betwixt us.” 

Karaheut bowed courteously. “Yes, surely,” said he, 
“God will be the judge. But why risk the lives of so 
many worthy men? Were it not better to settle the matter 
without so much bloodshed? If you will not withdraw 
peaceably, King Corsuble allows me to make this offer to 
you. Let the bravest man among you meet me in single 
combat, and let the issue of that fight decide who shall be 
the master of Italy. If I conquer, Rome shall be ours, and 
you shall return at once across the Alps. If I am beaten, 
the hosts of the faithful will at once embark, and sail back 
to their old homes beyond the sea, leaving you in Rome.” 

“That seems a fair offer,” said Charlemagne, “and 
right willingly do we accept: for we like not to spill 
blood unnecessarily. Choose you now the bravest man 
among us, and let the issue be left in the hands of God.” 

Karaheut, without more ado, pulled off his glove and cast 
it down at the feet of the Dane. Ogier at once stood 
up, and accepted the challenge. But Charlot, ever foolish 
and ever vain, took him by the arm, and drew him aside. 

“ Ogier,” whispered he, but so loudly that he was heard 
by the bystanders, “Ogier, it is very unwise for you, a 
mere boy, thus to accept the gauntlet of battle, while your 
betters are passed by without notice. Your place is in 
Denmark, dressing leather and pressing cheese, and not 
in company with the heroes of France. And, if I forget 
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not, your father still owes fourpence of tribute to 
Charlemagne, and your head has been pledged as security. 
The Saracen’s glove was not intended for such as you. 
Stand aside, and I will do the battle.” 

Karaheut’s anger waxed very hot, for he despised the 
base-hearted Charlot. “ Great king,” cried he, “ methinks 
you have little to do thus to let your son browbeat and 
insult your knights in the royal presence.” 

“The Pagan speaks wisely,” said Duke Namon; and 
all the knights, save Ganelon, assented. “For you we 
left our pleasant homes, our loving wives, our children, 
our lands and our fiefs; and now your son openly insults 
us. Were it not for fear of breaking our knightly vows, 
and being guilty of unfaith toward God, we would turn 
our faces at once toward France.” 

Charlemagne saw the justice of these complaints; and 
turning to Charlot, he reproved him harshly for his dis- 
respect to Ogier and the barons. But the shallow-pated 
prince excused himself, and still insisted on fighting the 
Saracen—if not Karaheut, then some other Pagan warrior 
of rank equal to himself. He wished to make amends 
for last night’s disgraceful mistake. In the end it was 
agréed that there should be two combatants on each side, 
that Ogier should fight with Karaheut, and that Charlot 
should have for his opponent Prince Sadone, the son of 
the Saracen king. It was further arranged, that the 
combat should take place on the morrow, in a grassy 
meadow near the banks of the Tiber, and that the fighting 
should be with swords and on foot. Then Karaheut 
rode back again to Rome. 

The next day, at the rising of the sun, Ogier and 
Charlot mounted their steeds, and rode away toward 
the place that had been appointed for the combat. With 
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great care had they armed themselves, Charlot wore at 
his side his father’s own sword, the trenchant blade Joyeuse, 
with the carved hilt of gold; and his coat-of-mail was of 
the truest steel. The Dane, too, was well equipped, but 
only as a common knight; and the sword which he 
carried was that which the King had given him when 
investing him with knighthood. 

Karaheut and young Sadone were before them at the 
meadow. Most royally were the Pagans armed. 
Karaheut’s shield was of steel inlaid with gold and en- 
graved with many strange devices and many words of 
mystic meaning. On the rim of his helmet burned five 
gems, bright as little suns, or as torches in the darkness 
of the night. By his side hung the world-famous sword, 
“ Short.” This sword was the work of a giant smith named 
Brumadant and next to Joyeuse and Durandal, was the 
best that had ever been wrought. Twenty times over had 
Brumadant melted and welded this blade; and he had 
tempered it in the blood of dragons and at the forge-fires 
of the elves. When he had finished it, he tried it upon a 
block of marble. The huge stone was split asunder from 
end to end: but in drawing out the sword, a palm’s length 
of the blade was broken off; and this is why it was always 
called “Short.” And Karaheut prized it above everything 
else, for it was a very terror to all his foes. Sadone was 
equipped, as became a King’s son, fair and courteously : 
his helmet sparkled with jewels, and his breastplate and 
shield were of the brightest polished steel. His sword was 
a famous blade that had been brought from the North. 
Men said that it had been wrought by Wayland, the master- 
smith of the Saxons, and that it had been worn by many 
of the doughtiest heroes of the Northland. 

Together the four knights rode across the meadow, choos- 
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ing a fit place for the combat. They chatted together 
pleasantly, as friends long tried and true, rather than as foes 
making ready to meet each other in deadly fight. Having 
reached a smooth, grassy knoll, Ogier and Karaheut dis- 
- mounted ; and while their steeds wandered about over the 
green, cropping the grass and the rich herbage, they began 
to make ready for the duel. But Charlot and Sadone, not 
altogether pleased with this spot, rode onward, seeking a 
better. Suddenly, from the wood, thirty Pagan horse-— 
men swept down upon them: they were men whom Corsuble 
had treacherously hidden there in order to seize the Christian 
knights. Karaheut was the first to see them, and he cried 
out to the Dane to defend himself. Charlot put spurs to 
his horse, and galloped with all speed backto Charlemagne’s 
camp. But Ogier, on foot, and armed only with his sword, 
was no match for so many horsemen. Valiantly for a 
time, however did he defend himself, and. more than one 
stout Saracen was unhorsed. Yet soon his sword was 
broken, and he was forced to yield himself a prisoner ; and 
before Charlemagne could send him aid, the treacherous 
Pagans had carried him to Rome, and taken him into the 
presence of their king. 

In King Corsuble’s garden, beneath an olive tree, they 
stripped the Danish hero of his armour. Turks and Per- 
sians crowded around to see him, as if he were some wild 
beast of the desert. Some were for putting him to death 
at once. Others cried out, “Fie, for shame! Let him 
go back to his own folk! Never should it be said that 
we deal thus treacherously with our foes.” Karaheut 
especially begged the king to set him free. 

“Tt is a dishonour to our religion,” said he, “thus to 
break our plighted faith with the Christians. It is contrary 
to all the laws of knighthood.” 
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“T hold no faith with the Christian dogs,” angrily an- 
swered the king. “ My own will is higher than all the laws 
of chivalry. It is to this vile Dane that we owe our defeat 
of the other day. To-morrow he shall be hanged in the 
sight of all our people.” 

When Karaheut heard this answer, he went away in great 
grief and anger, declaring that never would he allow so 
base and dishonourable a deed to be done. And he called 
his men together, and bade them be ready on the morrow 
to rebel against the king, who had shown himself unworthy 
of their fealty. 

Now Glorianda, the daughter of King Corsuble, came 
down the garden walk to see the peerless young hero of 
the North. Very handsome was the princess—straight of 
body, and fair of face. She was clad in the costly cloth 
of Greece, with a tunic of purple embroidered with gold, 
and over it a silken mantle. On her feet she wore narrow 
shoes of Cordova, coloured and adorned with Moorish gold. 
Instead of a wimple she wore a hat jauntily on her head, 
and beneath, her eyes shone blue as the Italian sky 
above her. Her mouth was small, and sweet as a babe’s. 
A fair barbarian was she,—so fair, that no man on earth 
could be tired of seeing her, even if he gazed forever. When 
the princess saw the hero Dane, so comely and tall and 
strong, and heard that he was doomed to diea felon’s death 
on the morrow, she prayed her father to spare his life. 
But King Corsuble’s heart was harder than flint. 

“Say not aword!” he cried. “I have vowed that the 
dog shall die, and so it shall be.” 

The next morning, at break of day, Karaheut went again 
into the presence of Corsuble to beg him to have mercy on 
Ogier. But the king was furious, and more determined 
than ever. 
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_“ He shall live until the setting of this day’s sun,” said he, 
“but not amoment longer. And, if you dare speak of him 
again, you shall hang with him.” 

Karaheut immediately went out of the palace, mounted 
his steed, and galloped with all haste from out the city, past 
the guards, who dared not question him, and stopped not 
until he reached the Christian camp, and stood once more 
in front of Charlemagne’s master-tent. 

“Great king,” said he,“ harken to me! I have come to 
yield myself your prisoner. You shall not say that I have 
betrayed you, or that I have been false to my word. I 
am here for you to deal with me even as my own people 
shall deal with Ogier.” 

The knights and barons were filled with wonder. 

“Here, indeed, is a gentle Pagan!” cried they. 

“By my troth, he is the worthiest of heroes!” said Char- 
lemagne. “Never have I seen a truer knight, nor one more 
loyal, or more perfect in every knightly virtue.” | 

The day began to wane. The sun was setting far to- 
ward the west. Ogier, in his prison cell, had well-nigh given 
up hope. Suddenly he heard a great uproar in the street 
below,—the sound of tramping feet and of lusty cheers, 
Peering out through the grating of his window, he saw that 
the noise was made by a company of strange Pagans march- 
ing toward the king’s palace. They were travel-stained, and 
seemingly weary with long journeying, and were dressed in 
a garb different from any that Ogier had ever seen. He 
asked his jailer who these strange people were, and was told 
that they were the bravest warriors of all Paynimry, just 
come from India to the succour of King Corsuble. 

“ And who is the black giant who rides in front on that 
wondrous horse?” asked Ogier. 

“That is Brunamont, the King of Maiolgre, the great 
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island of the sea,” answered the jailer ; “and the horse which 
he bestrides is the famed steed Broiefort.” 

“ Never saw I a nobler charger,” said Ogier. “ Methinks 
I would rather own him than be master of a city.” 

Great was King Corsuble’s delight at the timely coming 
of his allies ; and he quite forgot that the Danish hero lay 
in the prison tower, awaiting hisdoom. He thought only 
of how he might best welcome and entertain the giant king 
of Maiolgre. So he made a great feast in his palace hall ; 
and all the noblest of his warriors, save Karaheut, were 
there. And Brunamont, hideously ugly and black, sat in 
the seat of honour by his side. And the wine went freely 
round, and both king and guests were very merry.’ 

“Ah, my sweet friend!” said Corsuble, embracing the 
giant: “thou hast come in the very nick of time. The 
Franks are now at our mercy, and we shall soon drive them 
out of Italy. Then it will be an easy matter to cross the 
mountains after them, and drive them out of France also. 
And thou, dear Brunamont, shalt not go unrewarded. 

~Thou shalt have France for thy portion, and thou shalt be 

my son-in-law. Here is my daughter Glorianda, the peer- 
less pearl of Paynimry: she shall be thy wife.—Arise,. 
Glorianda, and salute thy future husband!” 

Glorianda arose, as she was bidden; but she had no 
word of salutation for the grim King of Maiolgre. 

“My lord,” said she to Corsuble, her father, “it is not 
the custom for a maiden who is betrothed to one prince to 
be given to another, and that without her consent. You 
know that I am plighted already to Karaheut and I will 
be the wife of none other.” 

“Ha!” cried the king half-merrily, half-angrily. 
“When did it become the custom among us for a maiden 
to choose whom she would marry? Karaheut is a 
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traitor. And who is there here to hinder me from 
giving thee to whomsoever I please?” 

“If only Karaheut were here, he would save me,” said 
Glorianda. Then she bethought her of Ogier the Dane, 
lying in prison, and doomed to death; and she went on, 
“but he is not here, and I have no champion. Never- 
theless, there is that young Christian whom you have in 
jail, who I am sure will take the place of the absent 
Karaheut, and defend me against this injustice. Let him 
be my champion ; and, if Brunamont overcome him in fair 
combat, then I will submit.” 

King Corsuble was pleased with this proposal ; and the 
swarthy Brunamont, who had never been beaten in battle, 
was only too glad to show his prowess by contending in 
single combat with the pale-faced Northman. 

When word was brought to Ogier in prison, that he 
had been chosen as the champion of the Princess Glorianda, 
he was highly pleased. “I would rather die fighting the 
Pagan monster with my fists,” said he, “than suffer the 
disgraceful punishment of a felon.” And he sent one of 
Karaheut’s squires to bear the news to his friends in the 
Christian camp. When Karaheut heard that the Dane 
was ‘to fight in his place against the giant Brunamont, 
he begged Charlemagne to allow him to go and see the 
combat; and he pledged himself, that, in case Ogier 
should not gain his freedom, he would come back, and 
again yield himself prisoner, Charlemagne consented ; 
and Karaheut lost no time in returning to the city. 
There he armed the Dane in his own armour, and gave 
him as a present the noble sword Short,—the blade which 
Ogier both desired and feared more than all things else 
on earth. 

“Take this sword,” said he, “and it shall prove a firm 
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friend to thee. If thou dost but conquer in this battle, it 
shall be thy reward.” 

Very thankful was Ogier ; and his heart grew big with 
hope as he took the jewelled hilt in his hand, and read the 
inscription on the blade, I AM CORTANA THE SHORT. 
HE WHO HAS THE RIGHT ON HIS SIDE NEED NOT FEAR 
THE MIGHT OF THE WRONG-DOER. 


The place appointed for the combat was a treeless 
island in the middle of the River Tiber. The banks on 
either side were lined with thousands of men from both 
armies, anxious to witness the fray. Ogier was the first 
to take his place. His friends on the farther bank of the 
river feared greatly the result of the combat. They felt, 
that, however bravely he might fight, his strength would 
be no match for that of the grim giant who had already 
overcome and slain more than twenty valiant kings. They 
had not learned that skill is stronger in the end than mere 
brute force. They beckoned to Ogier to throw himself 
into the river, and swim across to them. 

“QOgier,” they cried, “come to the host! It is your 
only chance of escape. Save your life while you may.” 

But Ogier shook his head. 

“Not for a whole valley full of gold,” said he, “would 
I do a deed so cowardly !” 

And now came Brunamont to the combat, riding the 
famed steed Broiefort. How Ogier longed to have that 
noble animal for his own! Never had there been a more 
goodly horse. Black as midnight was he, with a silver 
star in the middle of his forehead ; and men said that he 
could climb the steepest mountain without tiring, or run 
three whole days without panting or stopping. 

“Great Father,” said Ogier, raising his hands to heaven, 
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me the victory to-day!” 

Brunamont dismounted, and with long strides advanced 
toward Ogier. Scornfully he laughed as he brandished his 
sword about his head, thinking to make quick work of this 
combat. But sad was his mistake for the good blade Short 
leaped suddenly out of its scabbard, and the light of its 
gleaming edge flashed hither and thither like the play of 
the lightning in the summer’s cloud. The first stroke cut 
the sword of Brunamont in twain, and left the giant but 
half armed. The second stroke clove his iron helmet ; 
and, although it missed his brain, it sheared off his left ear, 
and laid one side of his face bare. Brunamont, who had 
never before felt fear, waited not for the third stroke. He 
turned and fled, thinking only of how he might save his 
life. He leaped into the river, hoping to swim across to 
his Pagan friends; but the current was deep and swift, 
and, his heavy armour dragging him down, the waters soon 
made for him a grave. 

Ogier took to himself the horse Broiefort, for he had 
fairly won him; and there was nought that now is or ever 
was that he eerca so much. In the confusion that fell 
upon the Pagan ranks when their great champion was 
thus discomfited Charlemagne led his army across the 
river, and attacked the astonished and disappointed 
Saracens. Great was the rout of the unbelievers; and 
many of their bravest warriors were slain, or taken 
prisoners. So on the morrow King Corsuble, defeated 
and crestfallen, withdrew from Rome, and set sail across 
the sea. And Charlemagne, after seeing the pope happily 
restored to his place, returned to France. 


ADVENTURE VIII 


Roland’s Arms 


OLAND had now come to years of manhood, 
R and among all the knights and warriors in 
Charlemagne’s court he was accounted the best. 
Save only Ogier the Dane, he excelled them all in every 
deed and feat of arms, in knightly courtesy, in respect for 
authority, in kind consideration for the poor and friend- 
less. And everyone, except Prince Charlot and Ganelon 
of Mayence, praised and loved him; for he was indeed a 
knight without fear and without reproach. 

Great care was taken by Charlemagne to provide 
armour for his nephew, fitting for one who was destined 
to be a hero. From the far south a helmet was brought, 
a wondrous casque most wondrously wrought. Men 
said that it was the handiwork of Vulcan. It was made 
of steel, inlaid with gold and pearls, and bound round 
with brass. It was engraved, inside and outside, with 
strange mottoes and battle-scenes, and legends of knightly 
valour. Above its crest waved an ostrich-plume, and in 
front sat a golden eagle. Only two such helmets did 
Vulcan make,—one for Trojan Hector, the godlike hero 
of ancient days; and the other for the noblest knight of 
later times. 

The war coat which Roland wore had been brought 
from the far North, and was such as the men of France 


had never before seen. They said that it was the work 
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of Wayland, the master-smith of the Saxon folk. So 
curiously had it been wrought, and so rare was the temper 
of its steel, that no thrust of lance, nor stroke of sword, 
could harm him whom it encased. The metal of which 
it was made had been taken from the earth by the 
cunning dwarf-folk, who lived in the hill caves of the 
North while yet the race of men-folk was young. It had 
been smelted in the mountain furnaces of the giants. 
Twelve months had Wayland worked day and night at 
his forge, beating it into shape, and tempering it, as he 
only knew how. And, when he had finished it, he had 
given it to Beowulf, the Saxon hero, the slayer of the 
monster Grendel and of the fire-breathing dragon of 
the North. When or how it had been brought to France, 
I know not. But, when Roland first donned it, it is said 
that men whispered among themselves and said, “ What 
need has he of such rare armour? Better give it to some 
one whose body is not already proof against harm.” For 
it was believed that Roland bore a charmed life, and that 
like Achilles of old, and like Siegfried, no weapon could 
touch or harm him save in a single small spot of his 
body,—some said midway between his shoulders ; others 
said-on the soles of his feet. 

The arms which our hero bore were in every way equal 
to the armour which protected him. His shield was of 
three plates, steel, copper, and gold, bound together with 
bolts of brass ; and on it were emblazoned the quarterings 
of red and white,—the armorial bearings by which he was 
distinguished. His favourite lance was a mountain ash, 
weighty and tough, a very beam in length, and so heavy 
that none but Roland, or Ogier the Dane, could poise it. 
The golden spurs which he wore as the sign of his knight- 
hood had been given him by Morgan the Fay, the fairy 
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queen of Avalon; and I have been told that they were 
the same that had been worn by the famed King Arthur 
when he and his knights of the round table lived amongst 
men. 

But the sword which Roland carried at his side was the 
noblest piece of all. The world had never seen a.more 
wonderful blade than Durandal. Not Siegfried’s Balmung, 
nor King Arthur’s Excalibur, nor Charlemagne’s Joyeuse, 
nor Ogier’s Short, could be compared with it in beauty 
and true worth. It was the sword which Hector, the 
mighty prince of Troy, had wielded so valiantly in battle 
with the Greeks. From Vulcan’s forge it had come, where 
the lame smith-god had tempered it in the flames of 
Tartarus. Neither wood, nor stone, nor any metal, could 
turn its razor edge: no war coat, nor helmet of steel, could 
withstand its stroke. On one of its bright blue sides were 
many mystic letters carved,—words which the Trojans 
knew, but which had long ago been forgotten, and which 
none but soothsayers could. now make out. Malagis the 
dwarf read them: “ LET HONOUR BE TO HIM WHO MOST 
DESERVETH IT.” On the other side were the words else- 
where quoted,—“*I AM DURANDAL, WHICH TROJAN 
HECTOR WORE,” written in Latin. It is said by some, 
that once, when Charlemagne was in the valley of Mauri- 
viene, an angel—or more likely a fairy—gave this sword 
to him, and told him to gird it on a young knight who 
had never known fear or reproach. Others say, that, after 
the death of Hector at the hands of the wrathful Achilles, 
this wondrous blade had been taken and kept by fair 
Penthiselea, Queen of Persia; and that from her it had 
been handed down, age after age, from one generation to 
another, to be wielded by the worthiest of Persia’s Pagan 
princes ; and that at last Charlemagne had wrested it from 
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the unbelievers, and kept it to endow his loved nephew. 
Be this as it may, we know that the king gave it to Roland 
when he invested him with knighthood, and that Roland 
proved himself full worthy of the gift. 

Next to the sword Durandal, the thing which Roland 
prized most was an ivory horn which he wore hung 
from his neck by a golden chain. This horn had been 
made from the tooth of a sea-horse, or, what is more likely, 
the tusk of a unicorn ; and it was set thick with pearls and 
priceless gem-stones, and inlaid with silver.and gold. Old 
stories are not quite clear as to how or where Roland got 
this wondrous horn; but I have heard that it, too, was a 
gift from the king. Charlemagne had long prized it asa 
rare treasure, not only on account of its great beauty and 
its workmanship, but also because of the wonderful music 
which was said to issue from it when blown by any one 
who was strong enough to sound it. Yet nobody in 
Charlemagne’s time had ever heard it. The stoutest 
knight who came to Paris or to Aix were challenged to 
blow upon it, and the king promised to give the beautiful 
instrument to him who could first make the slightest sound 
come out of it. And,although some had split their lungs 
in trying, no one had ever succeeded in making a single 
note. On an idle day in winter, the king by chance be- 
thought him of challenging Roland to blow. 

“Dear nephew,” said he, “you have never yet been 
beaten in tourney or in fight, nor have you ever failed in 
any thing you have undertaken. I have here something 
that will test your strength. It is the horn of my grand- 
father, the great Charles the Hammer. In his days, when 
men were stronger and seemingly more valiant than now, 
the most wondrous sounds were made to come out of it. 
I have heard it said that these sounds had all the sweet- 
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ness of angels’ songs coupled with the deafening din of 
the thunder’s crash. And, indeed, some slanderers once 
whispered that it was the sound of this horn, rather than 
his own valour or that of his fighting men, that won for 
Charles the Hammer that grand victory over the Saracens 
at Poictiers which has made his name so famous.” 

Roland took the ivory bugle in his hands, and ad- 
mired its rare beauty. Then he put it to his mouth and 
blew. A sound more wonderful than any man then living 
had ever heard came forth, and filled the hall and the great 
palace, and rolled out through the gates into the streets and 
over the country, and was carried from city to castle, and 
from castle to countryside, and through the forests, and 
over the mountains, until the whole land, for leagues and 
leagues around, echoed and re-echoed with the wondrous 
vibrations. Never were folk more astonished than those 
who heard this sound. Men, women, and children stood 
in utter amazement, holding their hands to their ears, afraid 
to listen, and yet wishing to hear. Some thought that the 
heavens were falling, and that the end of the world had 
come. Others wondered what kind of thunder this was, 
which, with all its deafening clangour, was sweeter than 
music. The king, with hasty gestures, begged Roland to 
stop blowing; but, after he had ceased, the sound con- 
tinued for a long time to reverberate among the castle 
towers, and from hill to hill, and from earth to sky, like the 
distant rolling of the thunder after a summer storm has 
passed over our heads. 

“The horn is yours,” said the king, delighted and amazed. 
“You have fairly won the horn of Charles the Hammer, 
and no one can gainsay your right to it. But I give it to 
you only on condition that you shall never blow it, save 
in battle and in time of utmost need.” 


ADVENTURE IX 


A Roland for an Oliver 


N thanksgiving for the victories with which his arms 
I had everywhere been blessed, Charlemagne held 
high festival in Paris. Once more the foes of Chris- 
tendom had been driven from Christian soil; once more 
did peace and prosperity seem to smile upon France. And 
the king had summoned the worthiest barons and warriors 
of his realm to award to each some fitting recompense for 
his services and good faith. 

Among the knights who had come to Paris was old 
Count Gerard, the grandfather of Oliver, and one of the 
most powerful barons of France. He had come to renew 
his homage for his ancient fief of Viana; and he hoped 
that the king, as a reward for his lifelong services, would 
grant him now the vacant fief of Burgundy. But, for some 
reason best known to himself, Charlemagne failed to invest 
him with the wished-for dukedom. Some say that it was 
all the result of an awkward accident. The count, they 
say, after doing homage for Viana, stooped, as was the 
custom in those times, to kiss the king’s foot. But, greatly 
to his chagrin, he stumbled, and his lips touched the foot 
of the queen, who was sitting by the side of Charlemagne. 
The knights who stood around were much amused, and 
could not forbear laughing at the unlucky count ; but the 
king, in anger, told him that the fief of Burgundy had 
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knight, and that he must content himself with Viana until 
he had learned better manners, Count Gerard, boiling 
over with rage, turned upon his heel, and strode out of 
the palace. He called his men together, mounted his 
horse, and set out with all speed for Viana. 

Whether this story be true or not, we know that Count 
Gerard rebelled against the king, and declared, that, for 
the affront which Charlemagne had offered him, he would 
no longer be his man, nor pay him tribute. He shut him- 
self up in the stronghold of Viana, which he victualled and 
strengthened with great care, and made ready for a long 
and aclose siege. He sent also to his brother Miles of Apulia 
and to his son Rainier of Genoa, craving their help. Miles 
came with a thousand men bearing shields; and Rainier,with 
two thousand crossbow-men. With Rainier came also his 
son Oliver, boldest of warriors, and his daughter Alda, 
beautiful as an eastern peri, brave as a northern valkyr. 

Great indeed was the siege which Charlemagne placed 
around Viana: none ever saw the like before. And he 
vowed that he would never leave it, nor give up the 
contest, until the proud Gerard should be humbled in the 
dust before him. For nine weeks he besieged the strong- 
hold, and allowed no one to come in or to go out; and 
yet so well supplied was the garrison with all things need- 
ful for life and comfort that they cared but little for the 
blockade. Neither besiegers nor besieged spared any 
pains to annoy one another. If Charlemagne’s warriors 
dared approach too near the walls, they were driven back 
by a shower of arrows from the crossbows of the sharp- 
sighted Genoese. If the men of Viana ventured outside 
of the gates, or beyond the moat, a troop of fleet horse- 
men drove them back at the point of the lance. Some- 
times the besieged would make a bold sally, and attack 


A Roland for an Oliver 95 


their foes in the open plain; sometimes the besiegers 
would try to take the stronghold by storm. But day after 
day went by, the summer passed, autumn came, and the 
war seemed no nearer an end. 

Sometimes the Lady Alda stood upon the ramparts, 
and cheered the besieged, or helped to throw down stones 
and other missiles upon the heads of those who were trying 
to scale the walls. And once, dressed in full armour, she 
ventured Lout at the head of the Vianese, and boldly 
charged upon the besiegers. One day, Roland, seeing the 
fair lady standing upon the wall, rode up within call, and 
asked her her name. 

“My name is Alda,” she answered, “and my grand- 
father is the Count Gerard.” 

“And my name is Roland,” said the hero, “and my 
uncle is King Charlemagne. Never have I seen a warrior- 
maiden fairer or nobler than thou. Never will I cease to 
love and to woo thee, though it should be at:the cost 
of my life.” 

The next morning Roland fully armed, with his hawk 
perched on his wrist, rode down toward the Rhone. In 
the garden, beneath the walls of the fortress, he saw a 
mallard sitting. Thinking to have some sport, he loosed 
the hawk from his arm. High into the air the creature 
sprang ; round and round above his head it circled, look- 
ing down in search of prey. It saw the mallard in the 
garden, and, quick as an arrow, darted down upon it, 
But, after it had struck the unoffending bird to the ground, 
it seemed not at all anxious to come back to its master. 
In vain did Roland whistle and call: as if knowing that 
it was beyond his reach, it sat on the branch of an apple 
tree, and quietly plumed its feathers. A knight in the 
castle, seeing the hawk, and wishing to have it for his own, 
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came out into the garden to call it. He was armed from 
head to foot, and his visor was closed, and a long red 
plume waved from his helmet’s crest. The bird heard his 
call, and flew to him, and alighted upon his wrist. A 
noble bird it was,—the falcon which Roland petted and 
prized more than any other. 

Roland spurred his steed, and rode as near to the walls 
as a prudent fear of the crossbow-men would allow. 
“Sir knight,” cried he very courteously, “give me back 
my bird, and you shall have fifteen pounds of gold!” 

“Nay,” answered the Knight of the Red Plume. “ Not 
for a hundred pounds would I give him to you. I have 
taken him fairly, as the spoils of war, and I mean to keep 
him. No usurer shall buy me with gold.” 

Then Roland again put spurs to his horse, and, heeding 
not the threats of the crossbow-men upon the battlements, 
he rode boldly across the field, and paused not until he stood 
within ten paces of the strange knight, and close to the 
castle wall. But the visors of both warriors were closed, 
and neither could see the other’s face. 

Very courteously, as became a well-taught knight, 
Roland asked the other his name. 

“Vassal,” answered he, “my name is my own, and I 
give it not to strangers or to foes. You may call me the 
Knight of the Red Plume.” 

“ Friend,” said Roland, “I seek no quarrel with you. 
Give me my bird,—carry it no farther,—and we shall part 
in peace, to meet, perhaps, as foes another time.” 

“ Ah, indeed!” answered the stranger-knight with a sneer. 
“Truly, you should be my henchman. A brave man you 
seem to be! If you will serve me a year and a day, you 
shall be knighted, and shail have either land, or fee, or 
burgh, or castle, as your valour shall deserve.” 
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Roland was deeply angered by these taunting words, 
and he drew his sword half out of its scabbard. But then 
he remembered that he had vowed not to cross weapons 
that day with any foe. 

“Vassal!” cried he, rising in his stirrups, “I pray you 
that for love you give me the bird ; and I promise you 
that if, after to-day, you ask aught of satisfaction from me, 
it shall be as you wish.” 

“The hawk is yours,” answered the knight, loosing the 
bird, and handing it to Roland. “ Willingly I give it 
you. But remember your promise.” 

“Truly it shall not be forgotten,” answered Roland. 
And the two knights parted. 


Week after week passed by, and still the wearisome 
siege continued. Some say that Charlemagne was en- 
camped around Viana for seven years, but I think it could 
not have been more than seven months. Nevertheless, 
the whole country, for leagues on every side, was laid 
waste ; and what had once been a blooming garden was 
now in a fair way to become adesert. The vineyards had 
been destroyed ; the orchards had been cut down; the 
houses of the country-folk had been burnt and destroyed. 
Great, indeed, was the distress caused by this quarrel 
between the king and the count ; but the distress fell 
upon neither king nor count, but upon the innocent 
and the helpless. Ah, how cruel is war! 

The king allowed neither wind nor rain to turn him 
aside from his purpose, or to make him forget his vow ; 
and all winter long his men sat by their camp fires, and 
surlily guarded the approaches to Viana. At length, 
however, Eastertide drew on apace ; and the woods began 
to grow green again, and the flowers sprang up in the 
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meadows, and the birds sang soft and sweet. And many 
knights bethought them then how idly and vainly their 
time was being spent in this fruitless war against one of 
their own number; and they longed to ride away in quest 
of other and more worthy adventures. The king tried 
hard to press the siege and to bring it to a speedy close, 
but in vain. The watchful and valiant crossbow-men held 
the besiegers at bay, and obliged them to keep a goodly 
distance from the walls. 

One day a party of strange knights rode into the camp, 
and asked to see the king without delay. They came 
from the mountain land which borders France on the south ; 
and they brought stirring news,—news which aroused the 
zeal of every loyal Christian warrior. Marsilius, the Pagan 
king of Spain, they said, had crossed the Pyrenees with a 
great host of Saracens, and was carrying fire and sword and 
dire distress into the fairest provinces of Southern France. 
Unless Charlemagne should come quickly to the help of 
his people all Aquitaine and Gascony would be lost, and 
the Pagans would possess the richest portion of his 
kingdom. 

The king was much troubled when he heard these 
tidings, and he called his peers together to ask their advice. 
All declared at once in favour of raising the siege of Viana, 
of making some sort of peace with Gerard, and marching 
without delay against the invaders, But Charlemagne 
remembered, that, before undertaking the siege of Viana, 
he had vowed not to desist until Count Gerard was 
humbled in the dust at his feet. 

“JT have an oath in heaven,” said he, “and I must not 
break it. This traitor Gerard shall not be spared.” 

“Which were better,” asked Duke Ganelon mildly,— 
“to forget a vow which was made too hastily, or to sit here 
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helpless, and see all Christendom trodden under the feet of 
accursed Saracens?” . 

“Tt seems to me,” said sage Duke Namon, “that the 
present business might be speedily ended by leaving it to 
the judgment of God. Count Gerard knows nothing of the 
straits that you are in: he cannot have heard of this invasion 
of the Saracens ; and he will gladly agree to any arrange- 
ment that will bring your quarrel with him to an honour- 
able end. Let two knights be chosen by lot, one from 
each party, and let the combat between them decide the 
question between you and Count Gerard.” 

Charlemagne and his peers were much pleased with this 
plan ; and a messenger with a truce-flag was sent into the 
fortress to propose the same to Count Gerard. The men 
of Viana were not only heartily tired of fighting against 
the king, but they foresaw, that, if the siege were kept up 
much longer, they would be obliged to surrender for want 
of food ; for their provisions were already beginning to run 
low. So they very gladly agreed to leave the whole matter 
to the decision of Heaven ; and, as they numbered among 
them some of the bravest and most skilful swordsmen in 
Christendom, they had little doubt but that the judgment 
would be in their favour. 

When the messenger came back to Charlemagne with 
Count Gerard’s answer, the king and his peers at once drew 
lots in order to determine which one of their number should 
be their champion. The lot fell upon Roland ; and to him 
was assigned the danger and the honour of maintaining 
the dignity and authority of the king, and of deciding a 
question which many months of warfare and siege had failed 
to settle. 

Early the following morning Roland was ferried over to 
an island meadow in the Rhone, where the knight who had 
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been chosen by the Vianese folk to oppose him was already 
waiting. He was surprised to see that it was the Knight 
of the Red Plume,—the same with whom he had talked 
in the garden beneath the castle walls. Roland was well 
armed ; but instead of his own shield he carried another, 
which the king had given him—one wide and thick, but 
new and untried ; yet his good sword, Durandal the Terror, 
slept in its sheath by his side, and with it alone he would 
have felt sure of victory. The Knight of the Red Plume 
had armed himself with the greatest care. His war coat 
had been wrought by the famed smith, the good Jew 
Joachim, and was said to be proof against the stroke of the 
best-tempered sword. The hauberk which he wore was the 
one which King A®neas, ages before, had won from the 
Greeks on the plains of Troy. His buckler was of fish- 
skin from the great salt sea, stretched on a frame of iron, 
and hard enough to turn the edge of any common sword. 

On one bank of the river stood the friends of Roland, 
anxious to see how the young hero would acquit himself,and 
yet not at all fearful of the result. On the other side were 
Count Gerard and Miles and Rainier,and the bravest knights 
and the fairest ladies of Viana. And among these last, the 
fairest of all was Alda, the daughter of Rainier, and the 
sister of Oliver. Very beautiful was she to look upon. A 
coronet of pearls encircled her brows ; golden was her hair, 
which fell in rich ringlets on her shoulders ; blue were her 
eyes as the eyes of moulted falcon; fresh was her face, and 
rosy as the dawn of a summert’s day ; white were her hands, 
her fingers long and slender; her feet were well shaped 
and small. The red blood had risen to her face. Eagerly 
she waited the beginning of the fray, and Roland, when he 
saw her, trembled as he had never trembled before an 
enemy. 
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At the signal for the onset the two knights put spurs to 
their steeds, and dashed toward each other with the fury 
of tigers and the speed of the wind. The lances of both 
were shivered against the opposing shields, but neither 
moved from his place in the saddle. Quickly they dis- 
mounted, and drew their swords. How Durandal flashes 
in the light of the morning sun! Now does the helmet 
which the Jew Joachim made do good service for the red- 
plumed knight! The fair Alda, overcome with fear, 
hastened back to the castle, and going to the chapel to 
pray she fell fainting at the foot of the altar. 

Never before had there been so equal a fight. For 
more than two hours the two knights thrust and parried, 
warded and struck ; but neither gained an advantage. At 
last, however, the sword of the red-plumed knight was 
broken by a too lusty blow upon Roland’s helmet: his 
shield, too, was split from top to bottom. He had neither 
wherewith to fight, nor to defend himself, yet he would 
die rather than be vanquished. Roland scorned to take 
advantage of his foe’s ill plight. 

“Friend,” said he right courteously, “full great is your 
pride, and I love you for it. You have lost your sword 
and your shield, while my good blade has neither notch 
nor blemish. Nephew I am to the king of France, and 
his champion I am to-day. Great shame would be upon 
me, were I to slay an unarmed man when he is in my power. 
Choose you now another sword—one to your own liking — 
and a more trusty shield, and meet me again as my equal.” 

Roland sat down upon the grass and rested himself, 
while the red-plumed knight bade his squires bring him 
another sword from the castle. Three swords were sent 
over to him,—that of Count Gerard, that of Rainier the 
Genoese, and Haultclear, a blade which the Jew Joachim 
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had made, and which in old times had been the sword of 
Closamont the emperor. 

The knight chose Haultclear. Roland rose from the 
grass, and the fierce fight began again. Never were 
weapons wielded with greater skill; never was there a 
nobler combat, The sun rose high in the heavens, and 
the noontide hour came ; and still each knight stood firmly 
in his place, thrusting and parrying, striking and warding, 
and gaining no vantage over his foe. After a time, how- 
ever, the patience of the red-plumed knight gave out. He 
grew furious. He was anxious to bring the combat to 
anend. He struck savagely at Roland ; but the stroke 
was skilfully warded, and Haultclear snapped short off 
near the handle. At the same time Durandal, coming 
down with the force of a thunder-bolt, buried itself so 
deeply in the shield of the red-plumed knight, that Roland 
could not withdraw it. 

Both knights were thus weaponless; but neither was 
vanquished. Wrathfully they rushed together to seize and 
to throw each other. Moved by the same thought, each 
snatched the other’s helmet, and lifted it from his head. 
Some say that a bright cloud and an angel came down 
between them, and bade them cease their strife. I know 
not whether this be true, but, as they stood there, bare- 
headed, and face to face, memories of their boyhood came 
back to them, and both werestruck dumb with astonishment 
fora moment. Roland saw before him his loved brother- 
in-arms, Oliver. Oliver, now no longer the red-plumed 
knight, recognised his friend Roland. Then they rushed 
into each other’s arms, 

“JT yield me!” cried Roland, 

“T yield me!” cried Oliver. 

Great was the wonder of Charlemagne and his peers 
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wheh they saw their champion thus giving up the fight 
when victory seemed assured. Equally great was the 
astonishment of the Vianese and of Oliver’s kinsmen. 
Knights and warriors from both sides of the river hastened 
to cross to the island. They were eager to know the 
meaning of conduct seemingly so unknightly. But when 
they came nearer, and saw the men, who had fought each 
_ other so long and so valiantly, now standing hand in hand, 
and pledging anew their faith as brothers-in-arms, every- 
thing was clear. And with one voice all joined in declaring 
that both were equally deserving of the victory. And 
Ogier the Dane stood up, and said, that, although the 
question between Charlemagne and Gerard was still un- 
settled, yet Roland and Oliver had acquitted themselves 
in all things as became true knights. 

“Let him who would gainsay it speak now, or forever 
hold his tongue!” he cried. 

But in all the host there was not one who wished to 
break lances with Ogier, or to risk his displeasure by 
disputing his word. 

So the folk of Viana went back to their castle prison, 
and their foes returned to their tents; and each party 
began anew to plan means by which this tiresome and 
unprofitable war might be brought to an end. 

Another week, and a fortnight, passed by, and every day 
messengers came to Charlemagne, telling of the ravages 
of Marsilius the Moor, and begging him to hasten to the 
aid of his people. Very willingly would he have gone, and 
left Viana in peace, had it not been for the remembrance 
of his vow. 

“JT cannot go,” said he, “until this rebel Gerard is 
humbled upon his knees before me.” 

One by one his knights, tired of inaction, and preferring 
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to wage war against unbelievers rather than against men 
of their own faith and nation, stole quietly from the camp, 
and rode away toward the Pyrenees. It seemed as if the 
king would be left, after a while, to carry on the siege of 
Viana alone; yet he never faltered in his determination 
to perform his vow to the very letter. 

One day some huntsmen brought word to Charlemagne 
that a fierce wild boar had been seen in Claremont wood, 
and that he was now hiding in a thicket not far from 
Viana. Ever eager for the chase, the king at once mounted 
his horse, and, followed by his men and his hounds, he 
hastened to the wood. It was not long ere the grim beast 
was driven from his lair; and the king, as was his wont, 
gave chase. Duke Gerard and his knights, watching from 
the towers of Viana that morning, had seen the kingly 
hunting party ride out into the wood. 

“Let us have a hand in this hunt,” said Rainier of 
Genoa. “We might hunt for royal game: and, could we 
but take the king, we might end this war on our own 
terms.” 

Count Gerard and the other nobles were delighted. 

“I know a secret underground passage,” said the count, 
“which leads directly from the castle to the wood. Once 
there, we might lie in wait in the thickets, and waylay the 
king as he passes by.” 

The knights at once girded on their armour, hung 
their shields to their necks, and took their bows and arrows 
in hand. Then, led by two trusty squires, who lighted 
the way with torches, they filed through the long, dark 
tunnel, and came out in the midst of a briery thicket in 
the wood of Claremont. The sound of the baying hounds 
told them that the game was not far away; and soon, as 
good fortune would have it, the hunted beast, furious with 
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rage, rushed past them. Very elose behind him came 
Charlemagne, riding upon his favourite hunting-steed and 
so intent upon spearing the boar that he neither saw nor 
thought of aught else. The huntsmen and most of the 
hounds had been left far behind. 

“Now is our time!” cried Rainier. And, quick as 
thought, five well-armed knights rushed out of the thicket, 
and seized the king’s charger by the reins, and called upon 
him to surrender. Having only the weapons of the chase, 
and being set upon so unexpectedly, Charlemagne was no 
match for his stout assailants, and he was seized and dragged 
from the saddle. Then Aymery of Narbonne, bloodthirsty, 
and at heart a traitor, whispered to Count Gerard, and 
advised him to kill the king. 

“ With him out of our way,” said he, “ we shall be free ; 
our fiefs shall be our own; and no man shall claim 
homage or tribute from us.” 

But the count pushed him aside with scorn. 

“Shame on thee!” he answered. “God forbid that ever 
king of France be slain by me: of him I will hold my 
castle and my lands!” And he knelt humbly before 
the captive king. 

Charlemagne’s heart was touched by the words of 
- loyalty and good faith which fell from the lips of the count. 

“ Gerard of Viana,” he cried, “all this trouble between 
thee and me is ended and forgotten. If thou hast harmed 
me, I freely forgive thee. No penny of tribute shalt thou 
pay for land, or fief, or castle. Only for the sake of my 
vow, renew thy homage.” 

Then Gerard ungirt his sword from his side, and un- 
covered his head, and knelt again before the king ; and 
he placed both his hands between those of the king, and 
said,— 
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“From this day forward I become your man of life 
and limb, and of all worldly worship ; and unto you I will 
be loyal and true, and I will bear you faith for the lands 
and the castles and the houses that I claim of you. And 
to no other lord will I grant obedience, save at your 
behest.” 

Then the king raised him gently from the ground and 
kissed him, and answered,— 

“Count of Viana, my man shalt thou be in life and 
limb and worldly worship ; and to thee do I grant the 
lands, the fiefs, and the castles of Viana, to have and _ to 
hold without any payment of tribute, or any other service 
save that which is given in honourable war.” 

After which the other knights, in the order of their rank, 
came and knelt likewise before the king ; and each in his 
turn promised to be his man,—first Rainier of Genoa, then 
Miles of Apulia, then Oliver, and lastly the headstrong 
Aymery of Narbonne. And the king forgave each one 
all the wrong that he had ever done him, and gave back 
to each all the lands and fiefs and tenements and all the 
honours that he had held before. 

“And now,” said Charlemagne to Count Gerard, “I 
will go with you and sup with you to-night in your lordly 
castle of Viana. 

Great was the wonder of the Vianese when they saw 
the king enter their halls, not as the prisoner, but as the 
friend and guest, of the count. And great, indeed, was 
the joy when it was known that peace had been made, and 
that the wearisome siege was at an end. In the broad 
feast hall, a rich banquet was spread, and the night was 
given up to feasting and music and merry-making. And 
among the knights who sat at the table there was none 
more noble or more handsome than Oliver. And among 
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the ladies who added grace and beauty to the glad occa- 
sion not one was so fair as Oliver’s sister, the matchless 
Alda. 

But in the tents of the besiegers that night there was 
much disquietude and bewilderment. The huntsmen had 
sought in vain for Charlemagne in the wood; and, when 
they could not find him, they came back to the camp, 
thinking that he had become wearied of the chase and had 
returned. On their way they had found his horse grazing 
among the herbage, with the reins lying loose on his neck. 
Great now was their uneasiness. Roland put himself at 
the head of fifty horsemen, and scoured the country for 
miles around. But as the darkness of night began to 
settle over the earth, they were forced to return, sadder 
and more perplexed than ever, to the camp. Many were 
the guesses which were hazarded regarding this strange 
disappearance of the king. Some thought that the wild 
boar, which was known to be very large and fierce, might 
have turned upon him, and torn him in pieces in the 
wood, Others suggested that mayhap he had followed 
the example of his barons, and ridden away from this dull 
siege to the more active war against the Saracens; but 
this’did not seem at all probable. The greater number 
were agreed in believing that he had been waylaid and 
taken prisoner by the men of Viana. And all were for 
placing themselves under the leadership of Roland, re- 
solved, that on the morrow they would make one grand 
assault on the castle, and carry it, if possible, by storm. 

The next morning, what was the astonishment of the 
besiegers to see the gates of the Viana thrown wide open, 
and the men, to the number of two thousand, march out 
with music playing, and banners flying, as if it were a 
gay holiday! But greater still was their wonder when 
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they saw that the knight who rode so grandly in the van 
by the side of Count Gerard was their own loved king. 
Roland, who at first was fearful that the Vianese were 
plotting some treachery, had hastily drawn up his warriors 
in line of battle, ready to defend the camp. But Charle- 
magne, as soon as he had come near enough to be heard, 
explained that peace had been made, and that Count 
Gerard and the barons who were with him in Viana had 
renewed their homage, and that all past differences had 
been forgotten. 

After this the king held his court for seven days in the 
castle of Viana; and the men who had so lately been 
foes stood together in the halls as sworn friends, loyal and 
true. And the days were given over to merry-making. 
And Roland and Oliver, the long separated brothers-in- 
arms, sat together in the hall and at the feast table, and 
talked of what had befallen them since the day when they 
plighted their faith to each other among the hills of Sutri. 
And, before the week had passed, Roland and Alda, the 
sister of Oliver, were betrothed. 


ADVENTURE X 


Reinold of Montalban 


ARSILIUS the Saracen had carried fire and 
M. sword into the fairest provinces of Southern 
France. He had pillaged the cities, and 
burned the towns, and ravaged the fields, and what had 
once been the pleasantest and most prosperous of Charle- 
magne’s domains he had turned into a smoking desert. 
The distressed people had sent message after message to 
the king, begging him to send them help ; but he was too 
intent upon besieging Viana, and too determined to 
redeem his vow by humbling the haughty Count Gerard 
in the dust before him. And as day after day passed by 
and the Pagans still continued to burn and destroy, the 
unhappy folk began to lose all hope, and to fear that they 
had been forgotten, and abandoned to the ruthless fury of 
their Saracen foes. What, then, was their joy, when the 
news was carried from mouth to mouth that the siege of 
Viana had been raised, and that Charlemagne and his 
knights were riding to their aid! 

Over hill, and through valley, and across desert wastes, 
rode the kingly company ; and no one cared for weari- 
ness, or for pain, or for hunger, so long as the Pagan 
folk threatened their land, and they were marching to 
the rescue. But, among all the knights and barons 
in the French host, none were more impatient than the 
three brothers-in-arms,—Roland, and Oliver, and Ogier 
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the Dane. And when they reached that part of the land 
which had been ravaged by Marsilius, and saw the smok- 
ing ruins and deserted farmlands, and distress and death 
on every hand, they could no longer restrain them- 
selves. They longed to take vengeance upon the hated 
unbelievers. 

“The army moves too slowly,” said Roland to his 
comrades. “Every day adds to the distress of our 
people and to the fiendish triumph of our foes. Let us 
ride on. We are mounted better than those who follow 
us ; and while they are toiling among these hills and over 
these ill-conditioned roads, we may, perhaps, overtake and 
give battle to some part of the Pagan host.” 

Not a moment did his brother knights hesitate ; not a 
word of dissent did they speak. They put spurs to their 
steeds, and with a few trusty followers were soon far in 
advance of the main army, determined, if possible, to 
come up with the enemy, and offer them battle. 

Marsilius the Moor had no sooner heard of the peace 
made at Viana, and of the coming of Charlemagne and 
his warriors, than he ordered an immediate retreat into 
Spain; and he was now well on his way back to the 
passes of the Pyrenees, Day after day Roland and his 
comrades followed in the wake of the flying foe. Some- 
times, on climbing to the top of a hill, they could see the 
banners of the Pagan rearguard far in advance of them. 
Sometimes, when a breeze came to them from the west, 
they could hear the tramp of the Moorish horse, or the 
rough cries of the Moorish soldiery. But, ride as fast as 
their steeds would carry them, they could not overtake 
the enemy, who, it seems, were as well mounted as they. 
And at last, when the great mountain wall of the Pyre- 
nees rose up in front of them, the Pagan host had already 
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entered one of the passes, and had crossed safely over 
into Spain. The heroes were greatly disappointed because 
the foe had thus escaped them; yet they deemed it the 
better part of valour to give up the pursuit, and to ride 
back to Charlemagne and his host, who were still advanc- 
ing among the hills and valleys of Southern Gascony. 

The king received the news of the escape of Marsilius 
with a much better grace than they expected. 

“JT am glad that he is well out of our way,” said he; 
“for now I shall have but one foe to deal with, instead of 
two.” 

They asked him what he meant. 

“Five leagues from here,” said he, “is the stronghold 
of Montalban, where my rebel nephew, Reinold, has 
taken refuge, with his brothers and all the discontented 
barons of Southern France, and from whence he gives aid 
and comfort to our Pagan foes. I will not rest until 
I have razed Montalban to the ground, and punished my 
nephews as they deserve.” 

Not long afterward the host came in sight of the 
marble walls of Montalban, glistening in the sunlight 
like a white star on the mountain tops. But who was 
this rebel, Reinold, who dwelt in this princely castle on 
the borderlands of France? 

The story were a long one did I tell of all the 
wondrous feats of arms of Reinold and his kindred in 
their long feud with Charlemagne. Duke Aymon had 
married Aya, the sister of Charlemagne, and she bore him 
four stout sons and the fair maiden named Bradamant. 
Reinold was the youngest of the sons, and his brothers 
were called Allard, Guichard, and Richard. There came 
a time when Bevis, brother of Aymon, refused to do 
homage for his fiefs, and he slew Lothaire, the king’s:son, 
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in treacherous wise. When tidings of this was noised 
abroad, Duke Aymon joined his brother, and in the battle 
which followed, their combined forces were routed with 
much slaughter, and Aymon and Bevis were brought bare- 
footed into the presence of the king. Then Charlemagne 
listened to their suit, which they made very humbly, and 
pardoned them, but Ganelon upbraided the king for his 
forbearance to one who had slain his son, and Charle- 
magne’s heart was hardened, and he caused Sir Bevis to 
be waylaid and slain after he had left the royal presence. 

And this was why Duke Aymon and his sons again 
took up arms against their lord, and many nobles of 
France joined with them, so that Charlemagne grew tired 
of the profitless war and offered at last to make peace. 
Duke Aymon was heartily glad to listen to the messengers 
and he bade them carry back his answer that he would 
return to his allegiance upon condition that Charlemagne 
pay a blood-fine of six times in gold the weight of the 
slain Sir Bevis. 

Not long after this the king held a great tournament 
at Aix, and the four sons of Aymon were received with 
all honour. Save Roland, and Ogier the Dane, there 
were none who dared point lance at them, or make trial 
with them of any knightly feat of arms. This displeased 
the young men about the court, and Charlot the king’s 
son, and Bertholais his nephew, plotted how they might 
bring Reinold and his brothers to grief. They did not 
succeed in the evil which they had planned, but they so 
incensed Reinold that with his good sword Flamberge 
he struck off the head of Bertholais. 

It would now have gone hard with the four brothers had 
not Bayard, the marvellous steed of Reinold, been at hand. 
Very large and strong was this horse, and he could run 
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with the speed of the wind. But above all his good 
qualities was his wondrous cunning and intelligence, so 
that he was famed through all the world as the noblest 
and best of steeds. 

After a desperate struggle the four knights managed to 
mount upon Bayard’s long back, and he set off at a speed 
which soon outdistanced pursuit. Seven years did the 
young men wander in the woods of the Ardennes until, 
becoming tired of their roving life, they came into the 
border land of Spain where they joined a Moorish chief 
named Ivo, and for three years served him so well that 
he loaded them with favours, and gave his only daughter 
Clarissa in marriage to Reinold. And so it was that 
Reinold built the fortress of white marble which is called 
Montalban, and from which he ofttimes gave aid to the 
Moors in their wars against Charlemagne. 


ADVENTURE XI 


Malagis the Wizard 


OR a whole month the host of Charlemagne lay 
HK encamped in the neighbourhood of Montalban. 
But the proud white castle which shone clear 
upon the mountain top was so strongly fortified, and the 
roads which led to it were so steep and narrow, that it 
was impossible to reach even its outer walls. Nor could 
they by any means shut up the garrison, or hinder them 
from getting food and recruits from their Pagan friends 
on the other side of the mountains. 

“Tt is folly to besiege the eagle in his eyrie,” said Roland. 

“You speak wisely,” answered the king. “ And while 
we are here idly watching this stronghold, where four rebels 
lie secure, a score of other traitors are plotting mischief in 
other parts of our kingdom. To-morrow we will try a 
stratagem ; and, if then we fail, we will give up this 
undertaking, and hie us back to Paris.” 

The next morning the watchman who stood above the 
gates of Montalban saw the French army on the move. 
A long line of steel-clad warriors, with the golden Oriflamme 
at their head, filed slowly past the foot of the mountain, 
and turned down the valley road which led back into France. 

“Up, Reinold!” cried Allard. “Our enemies have 
abandoned the siege! Outwitted and ashamed, they go 
back to their homes. Let us saddle our steeds, and follow 
in their wake, and harass them on the road,” 
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“Do no such thing!” said the dwarf Malagis, ‘They 
would draw you away from your safe stronghold, and lead 
you into an ambush, Let them march away quietly ; and, 
when they see that you are too wise to fall into their trap, 
they will return into France, and annoy younomore. The 
king has enough to do to attend to his affairs at Paris, 
without wasting the whole summer here.” 

Through all their troubles, Malagis had been the firm 
friend of his cousins, the four sons of Aymon. And he 
was able sometimes to be of great use to them; for men 
looked upon him as a being of more than human power 
and knowledge, and he was allowed to pass from place to 
place, and from camp to camp, without question and with- 
out hindrance. Sometimes he was with Charlemagne, 
sometimes he was with the brothers; but oftener he was 
wandering hither and thither in company, as men believed, 
with his kinsfolk,—the wood sprites and the mountain 
goblins. 

“Thou sayest wisely, my elfin cousin,” said Reinold. 
“ But, now that our foes have left us once more in quiet, 
there is one duty that I must do without delay. It is full 
ten years since I saw my mother, the Princess Aya. Above 
all things else in life, I long to see her once more ; and I 
know that her tender heart yearns to meet her wayward 
sons again. I will dress me in a pilgrim’s garb; and I 
will go now to the old home at Dordon, and make myself 
known to her.” 

“We will go with you!” cried all three of his brothers. 

A few days later the four young men, in the humble 
guise of pilgrims, stood at the gate of their mother’s castle 
at Dordon. At first they were not recognised, but soon 
the mother’s instinct saw through the disguise and then 
there was much weeping, with tender embraces, After 
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they had made a stay with the Princess Aya messengers 
were sent out into all the country round about, and seven 
hundred noble knights came riding to the castle and one 
and all vowed to see the brave knights safe back to their 
mountain fastness. The brothers dressed themselves in 
rich apparel, and it was a goodly sight to see the noble 
train as it wound through the forest paths and mounted 
the steep heights to Montalban. 

When tidings of these events reached Charlemagne, his 
wrath waxed very hot, and he lent willing ear to the 
suggestion of the cunning Ganelon that he should seek 
to persuade the Moorish chief Ivo to betray the four 
brothers for gold. So secret messengers were despatched 
and they induced Ivo to enter into their plans. 

Accordingly the Moor went to Montalban with smooth, 
lying words and he told the young knights that the king 
had offered to let all bygones be bygones, and to receive 
them into the highest favour at his court, if they would only 
prove their sincerity by a single act of submission, 

“What is it?” asked they. “We will sacrifice every 
thing except our lives and our knightly honour, in order 
that there may be peace between us and the king.” 

“It is only this,” said the cunning Ivo, “It is that you 
dress yourselves in the garb of pilgrims, like that which 
you wore when you visited your mother at Dordon, and 
that, barefooted and unarmed, you ride to the fortress of 
Falkalone, and there do homage to the king, begging his 
forgiveness.” 

“That is easily done,” said Reinold. “It is not half 
so hard a penance as we have suffered these ten years 
past. You may tell the king that we will do as he desires, 
for we are sadly tired of this strife.” 

A few weeks after this, a messenger came to Montalban, 
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bringing word that the king with his peers had come to the 
castle of Falkalone, and that he awaited there the submis- 
sion of Reinold and his brothers, The four knights at 
once made ready to obey the summons. They donned 
their pilgrim garb, and, bare-footed and unarmed, mounted 
the mules which were to carry them across the mountains. 
Then Clarissa, the wife of Reinold, prayed them not to go. 

“Tvo, my father,” said she, “would stoop to any deed 
of treachery for the sake of gold. And. my heart tells 
me that he is luring you to Falkalone to betray you. I 
beg you not to go thus unarmed into the lion’s power.” 

But Reinold would not listen to his fair wife. 

“An ungrateful daughter you are,” said he, “thus to 
accuse your father of the basest crime of which a warrior 
can be guilty. I have ever found him trustworthy, and I 
will not now believe him to be false.” 

With these words he turned, and rode out through the 
castle gate, not even bidding Clarissa good-by. Richard and 
Guichard followed him, but Allard tarried a few moments 
in the courtyard. 

“Take these good friends with you,” said Clarissa: 
“yoy will have need of them, if I mistake not.” And she 
handed him four swords, among which was Reinold’s 
Flamberge. 

Allard thanked the lady ; and, taking the good weapons, 
he hid them carefully beneath his penitent’s robe. Then 
giving whip to his mule, he followed his brothers down 
the steep mountain road which led toward Falkalone. 

As the heroes were passing through a narrow glen not 
more than a league from Falkalone, they were set upon by 
a party of horsemen who lay in ambush there. Then it 
was that Reinold thought of fair Clarissa’s warning words, 
and bitterly he repented that he had not hearkened to her 
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advice. But Allard quickly divided the swords among 
them; and when Reinold saw his old friend Flamberge once 
more in his hand, his fears vanished, and he stood boldly 
on guard against his foes. But how could four men, 
mounted only on mules, and armed only with swords, 
defend themselves against the onset of threescore steel-clad 
knights on horseback? Allard, Guichard, and Richard 
were soon overthrown, and made prisoners. What would 
Reinold not have given for a stout lance, and his trusty war 
steed Bayard, at that moment? Yet bravely he fought, 
and more than one of his foes bit the dust. At last night 
came on; and, while the others were groping in the dusk 
he turned his mule about, and, as he knew the road well, 
he made his way safely back to Montalban. 

Reinold expected that Charlemagne would again lay 
siege to his mountain castle, and try to gain by force what 
he had partly failed to gain by guile. He therefore 
doubled the guards on the walls, and sent out companies 
of armed men to watch every turn of the narrow road which 
led from the valley up to the fortress; and on the rocks 
and high places he caused great heaps of stones and 
other missiles to be piled, ready to be thrown down on the 
heads of any foes who should dare approach too near. 
But at the very moment when the king was ready to begin 
the assault on Montalban, messengers came to him from 
Paris, bringing news which made it necessary for him to 
return home without further delay. 

“Let the three rebels whom we have taken,” said he, 
“be carried back with us in chains to Paris. As soon as 
our leisure serves us, they shall be hanged like so many 
thieves. Their fate will be a warning to all other traitors.” 

Then Reinold, when he heard it, resolved that he would 
at all hazards save the lives of his brothers. So he 
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mounted his good steed Bayard, and set out alone for 
Paris. One day, at the noontide hour, he stopped to rest 
in the cool shade of a great oak. The sun shone very 
hot ; the grass upon which he reclined was green and 
soft ; the bees hummed drowsily among the leaves over- 
head; everything was so calm and still, that, before 
Reinold knew it, he had fallen asleep. And Bayard, pleased 
with the pasturage which lay around, left his master’s side, 
and wandered hither and thither, grazing on the sweetest 
clover and the freshest leaves of grass. It so happened 
that some country folk who were passing that way saw 
the horse; and one of them, who had been at Dordon, 
said,— 

“See there! I verily believe that steed is Bayard.” 

But the others laughed at him. 

“ At any rate,” said he, “he is a rich prize. See the 
gold-red saddle on his back, the golden stirrups at his 
sides, and the silken reins that rest upon his neck. He 
belongs to no common knight. I mean to take him to 
Paris, and claim a reward for having found him. He 
would be a handsome gift to present to the king.” 

Now, this man was no common countryman, or he 
would not have dared think of touching so rare and rich 
a prize; nor could he, without the help of magic, have 
come near the horse. But he had seen something of the 
world ; and in his youth he had lived some time with 
an old wizard, from whom he had learned somewhat of 
witchery and enchantment. So, as he drew near the 
grazing horse, he mumbled many strange, uncouth words 
and scattered a fine white powder to the winds. Yet, 
even with all these precautions, it was with the greatest 
difficulty that he caught hold of the reins of Bayard, and 
seated himself on his back. The horse at once set off at 
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a full gallop toward Paris; and so swift was his passage, 
that early the next morning he stood in the courtyard of 
the king’s palace. 

When word was brought to Charlemagne that Bayard, 
the matchless steed of the Montalban hero, was at the door, 
he could not believe it. But when he went out, and saw for 
himself that horse, the like of which there was none on earth, 
his joy was greater than if it had been Reinold himself. 

“Verily, this horse is worth more than a province!” 
said he. 

And he at once conferred the honour of knighthood 
upon the countryman, loading him with rich presents of 
gold and silver, and giving him as a fief the lands and 
castles of the dead Duke Gilmer of Varmandois. 


Now let us go back to Reinold, whom we left sleeping in 
the shade of the friendly oak. When he awoke, the sun 
was sloping far down toward the west. He had never before 
slept so long and so carelessly by the roadside. He arose 
and looked around. His steed was nowhere to be seen. 
He called him, at first softly, then very loudly, “ Bayard!” 
He listened to hear the shrill whinny with which the 
horse always answered his call. And when no sound 
came back save the echo of his own anxious voice, then 
Reinold knew that Bayard was lost, and he threw him- 
self in despair upon the ground. 

“What need to live longer,” said he, “when I have lost 
every living being that I loved? False fealty, force, and 
fraud have deprived me of a father’s love, of a mother’s 
caresses, of my brothers’ companionship. I have neither 
kith nor kin to whom I may go for sympathy and fellow- 
ship. And now my horse, whom I loved as a fourth 
brother, has been stolen from me.” 
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As he spoke, his eyes fell upon his golden spurs, the 
symbol of his knighthood. He seized them in his hands, 
and wrenched them from his heels. 

“What need of these, when Bayard is gone!” he cried. 
‘Without a horse, I am no longer a knight.” 

“Good-day to you, my lord!” said a shrill, harsh voice 
at his elbow. 

He looked up, and saw a little old man, bent almost 
double with the infirmities of age, standing very close to 
him, and gazing at him with a strange, quizzical look on 
his little dried-up features. The old man was dressed in 
the garb of a begging pilgrim, his long white beard fell 
in tangled masses halfway to his feet, and his twinkling 
grey eyes were almost hidden beneath his heavy white 
eyebrows. 

“ Good-day to you, my lord!” he said a second time, 
bowing very low. 

“Tt may be a good day to you, old man,” said Reinold. 
“But, as for me, I have scarcely known a good day in all 
my life.” 

“My lord,” said the pilgrim, “why should your heart 
lose hope? Do but give me a present as a token of your 
faith, and I will pray Heaven to help you. Prayer is the 
poor man’s defence, and it sometimes relieves the rich and 
the great from their distresses.” 

“Your prayers may do me much good,” answered 
Reinold ; “but I have no faith in them, nor indeed in 
aught else. Yet no beggar has ever gone away from me 
empty-handed. Here are my spurs, the priceless gifts 
that my mother buckled to my ankles on the day that I 
was dubbed a knight. Take them: I shall never wear 
them again.” 

The pilgrim took the spurs, and, bowing low, said, “ My 
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lord, these spurs may be worth ten pounds ; but my prayers 
are worth much more. Have you nothing else to give?” 

Reinold’s down-heartedness began now to give place to 
anger. “A fig for your prayers!” answered he. “If it 
were not for your grey hairs, I would give you a sound 
drubbing for a gift.” 

“ Ah, good sir,” said the old man, “it is not thus that 
Christians give alms to pious pilgrims. If every one of 
whom I have begged had beaten me, the churches and the 
convents would have been but poorly furnished. But some 
have shared their last crust with me, and great has been 
their reward. Therefore, I ask thee again, if thou hast 
any thing to spare, give it me.” 

Then Reinold took off his mantle—a beautiful garment 
of velvet, embroidered with silk and gold,—and gave it to 
the pilgrim. ; 

“Take this,” said he. “It is the last gift of my wife, 
the charming Clarissa, the fair Pagan, whose love for me 
is, I fear, greater and more sincere than I deserve.” 

The old man folded the mantle carefully, and put it in 
his wallet. Then, with another low bow, he said, “My 
lord, have you nothing else that you would give me for 
the sake of kind remembrance!” 

Reinold’s wrath now got the better of him. Fiercely 
he drew Flamberge from his scabbard. He seized the 
pilgrim by the beard. “Wouldst thou rob me?” he 
cried. “Even thy age shall not save thee!” 

The old man quietly pushed back his hood. His long 
beard fell off in Reinold’s grasp. He looked at the hero 
with a smile. 

“Good Sir Reinold,” said he, “wouldst thou slay thy 
cousin Malagis?” 

It was indeed the wizard dwarf Malagis, who, for some 
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reason best known to himself, had chosen to come before 
Reinold in this disguise. 

“Cheer up, brave cousin!” said he. “Faith and hope 
have brought about greater wonders than the wizard’s 
wand ever accomplished. But despair has never yet 
gained a victory. Your brothers are prisoners in the 
king’s castle, and Bayard is on his way to Paris. But if 
you will trust me, all will yet be well.” 

He then took from his wallet an old gown, like that 
which he himself wore, and bade Reinold put it on over 
his armour, instead of the rich mantle which he had just 
given away. He unlaced his helmet, and hid it in a 
clump of shrubs, and, instead of it, he drew over his head 
a ragged grey hood, which hid more than half his face 
beneath its folds. A false beard and a few touches of 
paint were all that were needed now to change the hero 
into the likeness of a pious pilgrim. 

“Malagis,” said Reinold, embracing the wizard, “thou 
art truly a godsend! I put my trust in thee.” 

A few days after this, two pilgrims, old and lame, limped 
through the streets of Paris, begging alms of the good people 
whom they met. They stood on the bridge over the Seine, 
and ‘watched a grand procession of lords and ladies cross- 
ing the river, on their way to a tournament which was to 
be held in the meadows on the other side. 

“Put on your spurs, cousin,” said the wizard ; “ for, 
believe me, you will soon need them.” 

By and by a great shouting was heard ; and the king 
was seen riding toward the bridge, with Roland and the 
other peers in his train. In front of him was the great 
war steed Bayard, led by four stout grooms. The horse 
was most richly apparelled. The bridle was of silver and 
gold, with reins of fine sable and silk-covered leather ; the 
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saddle was wonderfully wrought of leather and cloth and 
rare metals; and over all were trappings of crimson velvet 
bordered with cloth-of-gald, on which fair ladies’ fingers 
had deftly embroidered the white lilies of France. It was 
hard to tell which the people applauded the more,—the 
grand old king who sat so proudly on his own charger, or 
the noble steed who walked before him like the monarch 
of his kind. 

“They are leading the horse to the lists,” said a monk 
who stood near. “The knights are there to make trial of 
their skill in mounting and riding him, and he who succeeds 
best is to have him as a present from the king.” 

“When will kings cease to give away the things that 
do not belong to them?” asked Malagis. 

All at once the horse was seen to stop. He had caught 
sight of the poor pilgrims on the bridge. With a sudden 
toss of the head he freed himself from the grooms; and, 
neighing joyfully, he ran forward, and laid his head on 
Reinold’s shoulder.” 

“Never saw I sucha horse as Bayard,” said Roland to 
the king. “He seems to scorn our company, and to like 
those ragged beggars better than knights and noblemen.” 

“Come, Bayard,” said the king, riding forward and 
laying his hand on the reins. “Thou shouldst be more 
choice of thy comrades,” 

“ And is this, indeed, Bayard?” asked one of the pilgrims. 
“ How lucky we are to happen here at this moment!” 

Then, turning to Charlemagne, he said, “ Most gracious 
king, I pray you to grant us a boon. This my poor 
brother has been deaf and dumb and blind these many 
days, and there is in life no joy forhim. He wanders with 
me from place to place in great distress ; and, do what he 
will, he can find no relief. But yesterday a wizard told 
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me, that, if he could be allowed to ride even ten steps on 
the great steed Bayard, he should be healed.” 

The king and his courtiers laughed. 

“T have half a mind to let him try,” said Charlemagne ; 
“for, although I have heard of miracles, I have never yet 
seen one.” 

“Even if he should not be healed,” said Roland, “ it 
would be equally a miracle. It would be as wonderful 
to see a cripple ride the great Bayard as to see the blind 
restored to sight.” 

Then, by the king’s command, the grooms lifted the 
supposed pilgrim into the saddle. Men wondered why 
the horse should stand so gently, and allow himself to be 
backed by the awkward, ragged beggar, when he had refused 
to let the noblest barons put feet in his stirrups. But their 
wonder grew to astonishment when the dumb pilgrim spoke 
the word “ Bayard!” and the horse, with his rider sitting 
gracefully in the saddle, dashed across the bridge and 
galloped away more swiftly than horse had ever before been 
known to gallop. The king and all his peers put spurs 
to their steeds, and followed. But in less than a minute the 
wonderful Bayard was out of sight, and none of his pursuers 
saw him again. More swiftly than a bird could fly through 
the air, he sped southward over hill and dale and forest 
and stream, and stopped not once until he had carried his 
master safely back to Montalban. 

“ Fools that we are!” said the king. ‘“ Again have we 
been outwitted by that villain Reinold and his cunning 
cousin Malagis. If ever the wizard comes within my 
reach, he shall suffer for this.” 

For Malagis had taken care to slip away during the 
confusion ; and, though the king ordered that search should 
everywhere be made for him, he was not to be found in Paris, 
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That same night a little man dressed in grey made his 
way, silent and unseen, to the prison tower of the king’s 
castle. The guards before the doors were asleep, and the 
sentinels who stood on the ramparts above nodded at their 
posts. He touched the great oaken doors. The iron bolts 
flew back with a faint click; the chains were unfastened 
without a rattle; the doors turned silently on their hinges. 
Some men say that the cunning wizard, for it was Malagis, 
did all this through magic: others say that he had bribed 
the watchmen. Be this as it may, he had no trouble in 
finding his way toa narrow dungeon, where the air seemed 
heavy and cold, and the water oozed and trickled through 
the ceiling, and the horrible gloom of the grave seemed to 
to brood over all. There three men were chained to the 
wall. They were Allard, Guichard,and Richard. When 
they heard him enter, they supposed it was the jailer, 
come to lead them out to their death. And they were 
glad, for death in any shape would have been better than 
life in sucha place. The wizard touched them, and their 
chains fell from their limbs. He must have had the 
jailer’s keys. 

“Up, cousins!” he cried. “You are saved. I am 
Malagis. Follow me.” _ 

Silently they groped their way out of the prison. At 
the castle gate four fleet horses, ready saddled, waited for 
them. They mounted them, and, ere the morning dawned, 
were many leagues away from Paris, riding straight for 
Montalban. 


Very angry was the king when he learned, next day, 
that he had been again outwitted, and that the sons of 
Aymon had escaped. He vowed that he would not rest, 
nor cease his efforts, until he had dined in the broad feast 
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hall of Montalban. And he called together his host, and 
marched with all haste back, for the third time, to the 
country of the Pyrenees. 

The mountain stronghold was surrounded on every side 
by the men of Charlemagne. Every road and every pass 
leading to it were carefully guarded. The king knew that 
he could never reach the walls, nor hope to carry the place 
by assault, and therefore that the only way to capture it 
was to starve the garrison into surrender. Yet week after 
week passed by, and neither party seemed to gain any 
advantage over the other. Once a company of knights, 
under Reinold, made a sally into the plain below, and 
had a brief passage-at-arms with some of Charlemagne’s 
men. Roland and Reinold measured their lances with 
each other ; and Roland, for the first and only time in his 
life, was unhorsed. 

“Ah, good cousin!” cried Reinold, “that was your 
horse’s failure, and no fault of yours.” 

And he at once called off his men, and rode back to 
the castle. Roland was very much grieved at the disgrace 
of his fall: but, instead of feeling angry, he cherished 
the warmest feelings of friendship for his gallant cousin ; 
and he vowed, that, if ever the king should forgive Reinold, 
he would love him next to Oliver, and Ogier the Dane. 

It happened one night, that Malagis—as, indeed, he 
had often done before—went out as a spy into Charle- 
magne’s camp. The soldiers were sleeping quietly in 
their tents; and, as the wizard crept stealthily from one 
place to another, he threw a white sleeping powder into 
the air, which caused even the most watchful sentinels to 
close their eyes. Thus he made his way into the very 
heart of the camp; and, without any fear of awakening 
the sleepers, he stood in the door of the king’s tent. 
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Suddenly, and to his great surprise, he felt himself seized 
by the collar, and lifted from the ground. He looked 
around, and saw that he was in the strong grasp of Oliver, 
who, from some reason which the wizard could never 
understand, was not made drowsy by the sleeping powders. 
Malagis earnestly begged the knight to set him free. But 
Oliver would not listen to a word. He aroused the 
sleepers in the tent, and carried the struggling dwarf into 
the king’s presence. 

“ Ah, thou cunning wizard!” cried the king, “I have 
thee at last! And, even though the unseen powers be on 
thy side, thou shalt not get off easily.” 

Then he ordered Malagis to be bound and carried out 
of the camp and thrown from the top ofa precipice. 

“My lord,” said the wizard, “I have but one favour to 
ask of you. Let me live long enough to sit once more 
with you and your peers at the banquet table.” 

“Tt shall be as thou desirest,” said the king; “ but thy 
life shall not be much the longer thereby.” 

So he ordered a feast to be made ready at once, and 
he sent out and invited the noblest of his barons to come 
and eat with him. It was midnight when the king and 
his knights sat down to supper, and much did they enjoy 
the good food and the rich wine which were placed before 
them. But soon they began to feel drowsy. One by one 
they closed their eyes, and fell back in their seats fast 
asleep. Ina short time not a single person in all the 
camp, save Malagis, was awake. His eyes twinkled 
merrily ; and he could not help jumping upon the table, 
and dancing about in glee, as he saw how the magic powder 
had again cast a spell of slumber overall. Then he stepped 
softly to the side of the sleeping Charlemagne ; and, after 
giving him an extra pinch of the snuff, he lifted him on to 
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his shoulders, and carried him out of the tent. It was a 
great burden for tie little man to carry, but we must 
believe that his magic increased his strength tenfold as he 
toiled up the narrow mountain paths with his kingly 
burden on his back. 

When he reached the castle, the gate was opened ; 
and he carried the king, still fast asleep, into the broad 
hall. Great was the astonishment of Reinold and his 
brothers when they saw what kind of a prisoner the 
dwarf had brought them. 

“Your troubles are at an end, my cousins,” said he. 
“You may now make peace on your own terms.” 

The king was carried to the best guest chamber in the 
castle, and every thing was done that could add to his 
comfort. But he did not awaken until noon the next 
day. You may imagine his surprise when he opened his 
eyes, and found himself, not, as he supposed, in his tent, 
but in a sumptuous castle, furnished as grandly as his 
own palace. For a long time he would not believe but 
that it was all a dream; and not until Reinold and 
Malagis came into his presence, and told him where he 
was, and how he came there, did he recover from his be- 
wilderment. At first he was very angry, and harshly up- 
braided them for their treason. But Reinold did not 
once forget the courtesy that is due from a knight to his 
king. As Charlemagne was very hungry after his long 
sleep, he was persuaded to sit down with the sons of 
Aymon at the banquet table, and partake of the choice 
food and the rare wines with which Montalban was well 
supplied. But when the brothers spoke to him of peace, 
and prayed that he would let bygones be bygones, and 
receive them again into his kingly favour, he grew angry 
and morose, and bade them open the castle gates, and let 
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him go back to his friends, who were anxiously seeking 
him in the valley below. 

“ Never will I make peace with you!” he cried. 

“Tt shall not be said that I have dealt harshly with 
the king,” said Reinold. “He shall have his freedom ; 
and, if our kindness has no power to touch his heart, then 
we must still defend ourselves in Montalban.” 

And the king went out of the castle, and back to his 
own camp, without a word of forgiveness for his unhappy 
nephews. 

As Reinold passed through the courtyard soon after- 
ward, he saw Malagis the wizard burning a great heap 
of papers and boxes and odd mixtures, and making 
strange motions and gestures over them, as the flames 
consumed them. 

“What are you doing, cousin ? ” he asked. 

“TI am burning all the tools of my trade,’ said Malagis 
sadly. “ The wizard’s art is thrown away upon such men 
as you. Iam going to leave Montalban, never to return 
again. Had you been wise, you would have kept the 
king a prisoner, and forced him to grant you peace.” 

After Charlemagne had gone back to his camp, he 
began to think more seriously about this long and pro- 
fitless war with his nephews. 

“ Why not bring it to a close by granting them your 
forgiveness ?” asked Roland. 

“But my oath,” said Charlemagne. “TI dare not forget 
my oath.” 

“True,” answered Roland. “But what was your oath? 
—that you would not make peace, nor grant your for- 
giveness, until you had dined in the banquet hall of 
Montalban ?” 

“That was my oath, and it shall be remembered.” 
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“But have you not dined to-day in the banquet-hall o ¥ 
Montalban ?” ; 
The king was silent, and he went and shut himself up 
alone in his tent. The next day he sent a messenger to 
the heroes of Montalban, offering to make peace with 
them on their own terms, to grant them full pardon for 
all past offences, and to restore to them all the honours, 
fiefs, and dignities which were theirs by right. And thus 
the sorrowful wars with Duke Aymon’s sons were ended. 
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ADVENTURE XIl 


The Princess of Cathay 


T was the season of Pentecost, and Charlemagne was 
if holding a great feast and a high tide of rejoicing at 
Paris. The city was dressed in holiday attire ; and 
there was much banqueting, and music and dancing, and 
jousting, and many gallant deeds at arms. And the 
noblest men and the fairest women in Christendom had 
gathered there to do honour to the king and to share in 
the glad festivities. For, strange as it may seem, Charle- 
magne was now, for the first time in his reign, at peace 
with all the world. Neither foes abroad nor traitors at 
home dared lift up their heads, or show their hands. 

On the last day of the feast a grand tournament was 
held in the meadows; and the king and his peers, and 
the lordly strangers, who were visiting at the court, were 
there. Some merely sat in the galleries as spectators: 
others entered the lists as contestants in the noble passages- 
at-arms. There might have been seen Roland and Oliver, 
and Ogier the Dane, and Reinold of Montalban, and wise 
old Duke Namon, and evil-eyed Ganelon, and even the 
cunning wizard Malagis. There, too, were the queen and 
her train of high-born dames, and the fairest damsels that 
the sun of France had ever shone upon. But fairer than 
all others was the matchless maiden Alda, the betrothed 
of Roland. And most worthy among the strangers was 
a young English knight named Astolpho—a poet from 
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birth, and fairer of face and speech than he was skilful 


r a) 
in the use of arms. There, also, were several Pagan tg 


princes, who had come to Paris either to see and admire 
the splendour and the power of the Christian king, or to 
spy out the weak points in his government, and determine 
what his real strength might be. Chief among these was a 
dark faced giant named Ferrau, a prince of Saragossa, who 
was said to be the ablest and bravest of all the Saracen 
knights in the train of King Marsilius of Spain. But no 
one of all the great company who met to view the tourna- 
ment there in the Seine meadows could excel Roland in 
grace and strength and skill. Many were the feats of 
arms that he performed that day, and in more than one 
combat was he hailed the victor. 

Late in the afternoon, when the heralds had announced 
the cessation of the day’s amusements, and the folk were 
about to leave the place, the sound of a bugle was heard 
outside of the lists. And when, by the king’s command, 
the barriers were thrown open to admit the new-comer, 
whoever he might be, there came a strange procession 
through. Four giants, taller by half than the tallest man 
in Charlemagne’s court, presented themselves, and came 
directly toward the king. Their faces were dark and 
fierce; and they looked down upon the knights, who 
made way for them, with an ill-hidden expression of 
scorn, Behind them, on a milk-white palfrey, rode a 
young lady. A princess she seemed, and the most 
beautiful that Charlemagne or his knights had ever looked 
upon. She was dressed in the fashion of the Far East, 
and upon her head was a diadem of pearls; and the 
palfrey upon which she sat was covered to the foot in 
blue velvet, bordered with crimson cloth-of-gold. And 
by the side of the strange lady there rode a noble knight, 
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clad in a war-coat of polished brass, upon a war-steed 
harnessed in white cloth-of-gold, bearing a device of eyes 
full of tears. And neither knight nor lady looked to the 
right or to the left, but followed their huge guides straight 
toward the place where the king sat. 

When Charlemagne first saw the giants, coming so 
boldly in on foot, he was on the point of ordering them to 
be driven from the lists, But when his eyes rested on the 
rare beauty of the strange princess who followed them, 
and on the proud form of the knight, her companion, he 
allowed them to come very near to him in order that he 
might the better see them, and speak with them. 

“Who are you?” heasked. And why come you here 
at this late hour of the day, unheralded and unknown?” 

The four giants made humble obeisance to the king, 
but said not a word. The knight sat upright on his charger, 
his eyes fixed upon theground before him, his faceimmovable 
as that of a statue, seeming neither to hear nor to see aught 
that was going on around him. But the lady rode for- 
ward until she was directly in front of the high seats. And 
she courtesied reverently to the king ; and lifting her peer- 
less eyes towards him, she said,— 

“Right high, right worthy, and right mighty king, I am 
Angelica. My father is King Galafron, the ruler of far-off 
Cathay ; and he is, next to you, the mightiest monarch in 
the world. This young knight who rides by my side is my 
brother Argalia, than whom few braver men are known. 
By the leave of our kingly father we have journeyed from 
the rising sun to the western sea, viewing the wonders of 
nature, and the power of men, and the might of Christen- 
dom. And we seek a knight without fear and without 
shame, who will dare meet my brother in honourable deed 
of arms,” 
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At these words several of the knights sprang up, eager 
to offer the gage of battle to the new-comer. But Charle- 
magne motioned them to be quiet; and the Princess 
Angelica went on :— 

“We have heard, most noble king, that you are at peace 
with all the world, and for that reason we have been the 
more bold to come into your country. And we had hoped 
to be here to take part in the passages-at-arms to-day, but 
were delayed in the journey. And now, since the hour is 
too late for any further jousting, allow me to challenge you 
and the bravest of your knights to meet my brother Argalia 
in single combat with lance to-morrow at the foot of the 
Stair of Merlin.” 

“We most certainly accept the challenge,” said the 
king smilingly. 

“ But listen to the conditions,” said the princess, “ Who- 
ever is unhorsed by my brother becomes his lawful 
prisoner, and is held by him as ahostage until he is ransomed. 
But, should any knight overcome my brother in fair fight, 
that knight may, if he choose, claim me as his wife, and all 
my dowry as his reward. For the Fates have written that 
this can be done only by the greatest hero in the world.” 

All the men who stood near and heard this challenge 
were astonished at the strangeness of the terms which were 
offered, and yet they were all the more eager to engage in 
combat with the young prince. For the longer they looked 
upon the matchless form and features of Angelica, the more 
they were enraptured with her heavenly beauty. 

“We accept the conditions,” said the king graciously. 
“To-morrow morning the worthiest warriors in my realm 
shall meet thy brother in a trial of arms at the Stair of 
Merlin. If any man fail, he forfeits his freedom. But 
remember the reward that is promised the victor!” 
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“Tt is well,” answered the princess. “We shall remember.” 

Then, saluting the king reverently, she turned her 
palfrey about, and with her brother followed her giant 
escort out of the lists. 

And now a great dispute arose among the knights. 
Each one was anxious to be the first to try his strength 
and skill in the joust with the Prince of Cathay. Charle- 
magne, seeing that the question could be settled in no other 
way, declared that the whole matter should be left to chance, 
and ordered that lots should be drawn. Thirty-one knights 
offered themselves, and not one felt any doubt but that 
the palm of victory in the coming contest would be his. 
Each wrote his name on a bit of parchment, which he 
dropped into Roland’s helmet. Then the slips were drawn 
out one by one by a blindfolded page, and the names 
were read in their order by Archbishop Turpin. The first 
name was that of the Saxon knight, Astolpho. Everybody 
smiled when it was read,—some in disdain, others in 
ridicule. And some were so unmannerly as to hint that 
the fair-haired foreigner would succeed better in a tourney 
with minstrels, with the harp as his weapon instead of the 
lance. 

» “Has he ever been known to unhorse his opponent ?” 
asked one. 

“ Never,” was the answer. “But he has been known to 
tumble from his own steed at the mere sight of a lance.” 

The second name drawn was that of the dark-browed 
Pagan chief, Ferrau. There was a low murmur of dis- 
appointment among the knights; for the fierce Moor was 
noted, not only for his great strength, but for his skill 
also in every feat of arms. And all felt that Argalia 
must indeed acquit himself well if he would come out whole 
from a combat with so valiant a foe. 
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“It seems as if these heathen foreigners are to snatch 
all the honours out of our hands,” said Oliver. 

“Tt shall not be!” answered Reinold, biting his lips 
in anger. 

The third name was that of Ogier the Dane, and there 
was a general sigh of relief. 

“ Another foreigner!” said Duke Ganelon disdainfully. 

“And yet he is a more loyal Frank than thou,” 
answered Roland, turning sharply upon the old traitor, and 
gazing so fiercely into his face that he was glad to slink 
away from the place. 

The fourth name was that of Reinold of Montalban ; 
and the fifth was that of the king himself. Oliver’s name 
was the tenth. But Roland, who was burning with im- 
patience to distinguish himself in a combat like this, was 
left until the very last: his name was the thirty-first. 
Among all the knights who had offered themselves as 
combatants in the test of arms which was about to take 
place, not one, save Ferrau the fierce Moor, was satisfied 
with the lots. 

That evening Malagis the wizard opened his book of 
enchantments, and sought to find out therefrom what 
fortune the Fates had in store for him and his friends. 
But he desired most to know what would be the end of 
the jousting on the morrow, and whether aught of honour 
should accrue to his cousin Reinold of Montalban. As 
he looked in his book, strange, weird creatures came and 
danced before him. Fairies and hobgoblins, good and 
bad, flocked into his chamber, and courtesied and bowed, 
and saluted him as their master. And every one seemed 
anxious to tell him something, and waited only for his 
questions, or for his gracious leave to speak. Did you 
ever think, my children, that there is magic in every book, 
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and that when you open the pages, good fairies or wicked 
elves come and whisper to you? The words are the 
mysterious creatures that salute the magician who reads ; 
and they tell him of the wonderful past, and lay bare for 
him the secrets of the present and the future. 

Among the ghostly visitors who came at the wizard’s 
call was a little elf who never had told a falsehood, or 
concealed aught that he knew. Of him Malagis asked 
many questions about the Princess Angelica and her 
brother Argalia. And this is what the elf whispered in 
the ear of the cunning wizard,— 

“ Angelica and Argalia are truly the children of mighty 
Galafron, king of Cathay. But they come to France on 
no peaceful errand, Their object is to destroy the bravest 
and the best of the Christian knights, and in the end to 
overthrow the whole of Christendom. Do you ask how 
a beautiful young lady, and a knight single-handed and 
alone, can hope to do so great mischief? It is all very 
simple. I will tell you. Prince Argalia carries an en- 
chanted lance,—a beam which is sure to unhorse whom- 
soever it touches, and which has never been known to fail. 
His shield is equally wonderful ; for every weapon that 
approaches it turns aside in its course, and refuses to 
touch it. And he rides a horse which is as fleet as the 
hurricane: not even the famed Bayard can outstrip him. 
The stoutest warrior can scarcely hope to contend suc- 
cessfully with such a foe. But what I have told you is not 
all. Even should Argalia be defeated in the joust, it is 
not likely that the victor can ever gain the prize which has 
been promised ; for the princess carries with her a magic 
ring the like of which is not known in your books. When 
any danger threatens her, she places this ring in her mouth, 
and all at once she vanishes from mortal sight; and she 
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is carried with the speed of thought to whatever place she 
wishes to go.” 

When Malagis had learned all that was to be known 
about Angelica and her brother, he closed his book, and 
sent his fairy visitors away. And he sat for a long time 
alone in his chamber, planning what he should do. At 
first he thought of warning the king of the danger which 
threatened. But he knew that Charlemagne had little 
faith in magic, and that he would only laugh at his story: 
so, upon second thought, he made up his mind to keep 
the whole matter a secret, and to undertake alone the task 
of saving France from the cunning infidels. When every 
one in the palace was asleep, and all was silent and dark, 
the little man wrapped his long cloak around him, and 
stole quietly out of his chamber. Under his arm he 
carried his book of enchantments, and in his hand he held 
his wizard’s wand, while beneath his cloak he carried a short 
sword. Straight to the Stair of Merlin he went, where he 
knew he would find the Princess of Cathay and her noble 
brother. He had no trouble in finding the place, even in 
the dark ; for he had often been there, in times now long 
past, to talk with Merlin, the wise wizard of Britain, from 
whoin he had learned all his lore. 

In the midst of the meadow adjoining the Stair of 
Merlin stood a rich pavilion. It was covered with double 
blue satin, and rich cloths from India, upon which were 
embroidered many strange devices in silver and gold. And 
above it floated four and twenty banners bearing the arms 
and mottoes of the princes of Cathay. At the door of 
this pavilion two swarthy giants stood, with huge clubs in 
their hands, and scimitars at their sides. Fiercely they 
glared at Malagis as he came toward them ; and, had he 
not glared back with something of the same fierceness, 
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there is no knowing what mischief they might have done 
him. But they quailed beneath the glances of the little old 
wizard ; and, when they saw the book which he carried 
under his arm, they began to tremble, for ignorance is 
always thus fearful in the presence of knowledge. Yet, 
when Malagis would have entered the tent, the giants 
raised their great bludgeons; and, although they dared 
not look him in the face, they stood ready to strike him 
down. Then the wizard waved his wand in the air, and 
opened his book and began to read. And forthwith the 
giants dropped their clubs to the ground, and began to 
yawn. And, ashe kept on reading, their eyes grew heavy, 
so that they could no longer keep them open. And soon 
they were fast asleep, and recked not who came in, or 
who passed out. Then Malagis walked boldly into the 
inner court of the pavilion. Inside of the door he found 
the other two giants seated on a bench; but they also were 
fast asleep, and the wizard passed by them unchallenged. 
In one part of the pavilion, which was hung with rich 
cloth-of-gold, and furnished most gorgeously, after the 
manner of the Far East, the charming Angelica was re- 
clining on her couch; and near her sat her maidens and 
attendants, all wrapped in the deepest slumber. When 
Malagis gazed upon the sweet face of the Pagan princess, 
he thought that in the whole world there was not any 
vision half so lovely. He wondered if the angels were as 
beautiful, and he was half tempted to fall down and worship. 
Never before had wizard been so bewitched. He had 
come to the pavilion determined to kill both the princess 
and the prince, and thus save Charlemagne and his peers 
from the great peril which threatened them. But in the 
presence of the peerless beauty he forgot all his learning 
and all his wizard’s skill and all his loyalty to the king. 
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His book slipped out of his hands, and fell with a rustling 
crash upon the ground. The spell was broken, and the 
noise awakened the princess and her maidens; They sprang 
to their feet, and screamed with affright. Argalia, who 
was sleeping in another room, was aroused, and with drawn 
sword hastened to the rescue. The giants, too, rushed in 
with their huge bludgeons raised in air. But, when they 
saw only the trembling wizard standing in the middle of 
the room, they dropped their weapons, scorning to strike 
a foe so weak and pitiable. Sorry, indeed, was the plight 
of the wan-faced old man, shorn now of all his power, and 
forgetful of his magic lore. He fell helpless at the feet 
of the charming princess. 

“Spare him,” said Angelica to her brother, who had 
again raised his sword. “There is no honour in crushing 
a worm so poor and harmless. But let us turn his own 
enchantments against him, and send him to our good 
father Galafron in Cathay, that our folk may know what 
kind of knights these Christians are who would slay us 
while we sleep.” 

Then she took up the wand which had fallen from the 
wizard’s hand, and with it she drew a circle upon the 
ground, calling three times upon the name of Mahomet. 
And she opened the book of enchantments, and read 
from it. And the pavilion was filled with a pale blue 
smoke: and forked lightnings flashed through the dark- 
ness, and the winds moaned, and the thunder rolled. 
And a score of strange creatures—hobgoblins and elves 
and winged afrits—came and stood around the magic 
circle. Then, at a word from Angelica, they took up the 
trembling Malagis, and bore him away. And they carried 
him over fields and wooded plains, and across broad rivers 
and the snowy mountains and the billowy seas and many 


142 The Story of Roland 


strange countries, until at last they reached the land 
of the rising sun, and gave him over to Galafron, king of 
Cathay. The king gazed with contempt upon the wan 
and shrivelled features of the fallen wizard, and he 
wondered if all the knights in Christendom were like this 
one. Malagis in vain prayed for mercy. Galafron could 
not understand a word that he said, nor was he in a mood 
to show kindness to one who had basely sought to take 
the life of his daughter Angelica. And he ordered that 
the old man should be imprisoned in a hollow rock 
beneath the sea, where he should never more behold the 
light of the sun, or hear the glad sounds of day. 

Early the next morning the knights who had offered 
to joust with Prince Argalia rode out together to the Stair 
of Merlin. They found the Pagan mounted upon his 
wonderful charger, and ready for the fray. And a great 
company of lords and ladies and squires and serving men 
had assembled there, eager to view the combat. And so 
noble was the bearing of the Prince of Cathay, that, had 
he been a Christian knight, he would have had the 
sympathy of all the lookers-on. 

As the lots had decided, the first to enter the lists was 
Astolpho of England. The trumpets sounded for the 
onset, and the two combatants rushed toward each other 
with the speed of the wind. As everybody had expected, 
Astolpho was hurled headlong from his saddle, and lay 
entangled in his heavy armour, helpless in the dust. 
Argalia gallantly dismounted, and assisted him to rise. 
He kindly arranged his helmet, which had fallen from his 
head, and then, according to the terms which had been 
agreed upon, led him to the pavilion, where he was to 
remain a prisoner. 

There was a general murmur among the lookers-on ; 
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but whether it was a murmur of regret for the not unlooked- 
for mischance of the poet knight, or of admiration for the 
_skill and courtesy of the Pagan prince, I cannot say. 

And now all was hushed in anxious expectation and 
dread, as the fierce Ferrau rode out and took his place in 
the lists. A very giant in size, boastful of speech, rude and 
uncouth in manners, he seemed no fair match for the light- 
built and courteous knight of Cathay. He was clad in a 
complete suit of black armour, and above his helmet’s crest 
there waved a raven’s plume. He was mounted on a 
charger black as night, the trappings of which were of 
black velvet embellished with gold embroidery and a 
figure of the new moon embracing the morning star. Not 
a single well-wisher had the fierce Moor in all that 
company of lookers-on., 

When everything was in readiness, the trumpets again 
sounded the signal for the onset. The two Pagans gave 
rein to their well-trained steeds, and dashed across the turf. 
Their lances crashed against the opposing shields, and 
every one expected that Argalia would be unhorsed. 
What, then, was the astonishment and delight of all, when 
they saw him ride proudly onward, while the fierce Ferrau 
was hurled from the saddle, and rolled ingloriously upon 
the ground! A great shout went up from the multitude of 
lookers-on,—a shout of joy, because they supposed that 
rude brute force had for once been vanquished by skill : 
for no one knew that the lange which Argalia bore was an 
enchanted one; and the rude Ferrau, although a guest at 
the court of Charlemagne, was no favourite. Again and 
again the air was rent with cheers for the valiant Prince 
of Cathay; while Argalia, never forgetful of the courtesy 
due to a fallen foe, turned and rode back in order to help 
Ferrau to his feet. But the fierce Moor, stung to madness 
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by his unlooked-for overthrow, and goaded into still 
greater wrath by the cheers which were heard on every 
side, had already risen. He drew his sword from its 
scabbard, and dared the knight of Cathay to continue the 
fight on foot. The guards now stepped before him, and 
reminded him of the terms that had been agreed upon 
with Charlemagne. 

“What are Charlemagne’s agreements to me?” he 
cried angrily. “He is no king of mine; I owe him no 
allegiance.” 

Fiercely, madly, he attacked the knight of Cathay. 
Very skilfully did Argalia defend himself; but neither his 
skill nor his enchanted shield availed much against the 
furious strokes of his giant foe. The contest was a short 
one. Argalia was disarmed, and thrown to the earth. 
Ferrau knelt upon his breast, and, drawing his dagger, 
held it to the throat of the vanquished knight. 

“On one condition only shalt thou have thy life,” he 
growled savagely. “Promise me, on thy faith as a 
Mahometan, that thy sister Angelica shall be my wife, 
and that all her dowry shall be mine!” 

Had Argalia been a Christian knight, he would have 
scorned to have asked for his life on any terms, much 
more would he have disdained to bargain for it thus. 
But he was only a Pagan; and, although he was very 
courteous and noble, he lacked some of those higher 
qualities of mind and heart which distinguished the true 
Christian knight; and so, after a little parley, he agreed 
to the terms offered by Ferrau. And amid groans, and 
cries of “Shame! shame!” from the lookers-on, he was 
allowed to rise to his feet. 

But Angelica liked not the thought of being made the 
wife of a man so fierce and brutish as Ferrau. She had 
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had no voice in the agreement with the Moor, and she 
made up her mind not to be bound by it. In spite of 
the guards, she sprang over the barriers, and hurried to 
her brother’s side. 

“ Never will your sister be the bride of a knight so un- 
worthy and so base!” she cried. Then in a low whisper 
she said, “ Meet me in the wood of Ardennes.” 

She took the magic ring from her finger, and put it 
between her cherry lips. Quick as thought she vanished 
from sight. Only a thin, white cloud, beautiful as a mid- 
summer night’s dream, and not a whit more lasting, arose 
in the air, and floated away on the breeze toward the 
forest of Ardennes. When the Moor saw, that, after all, 
he had been outwitted, and that the peerless Angelica had 
escaped beyond his reach, his wrath knew no bounds. 
With uplifted sword he rushed a second time toward the 
knight of Cathay, intending to strike him dead. But 
Argalia was too quick for him. He had already mounted 
his swift-footed steed, and at a word he was flying with 
the speed of a hurricane across field and wood, and 
over hill and dale, toward the trysting-place named by 
Angelica, 

Everybody was astonished at the strange ending of 
the jousts, and there was not a little disappointment and 
confusion. The fierce Moor gave spurs to his night- 
black steed, and followed in the wake of the flying 
Argalia. Roland, knowing that should the prince be over- 
taken he would fare but ill at the hands of his wrathful 
_ enemy, mounted his own favourite horse, Brigliadoro, and 
rode swifty after them. Then Reinold, burning with 
impatience to view once more the heavenly beauty of 
Angelica, gave rein to Bayard, and soon outstripped and 
passed both Roland and Ferrau. A strange, exciting 
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race was that from the Stair of Merlin to the wood of 
Ardennes.! 


1 For the story of Roland’s adventures in connection with the Princess of 
Cathay, and of his exploits in the Far East and in Fairyland, we are indebted 
chiefly to the works of the Italian poets of the fifteenth century, and more 
especially to the Orlando Innamorato of Boiardo. In order to harmonise the 
different parts of my story, and to adapt it to my audience, I have found it 
necessary, in this chapter and those which follow, to deviate frequently from 
the original versions, while endeavouring to preserve the essential parts of the 
narrative unchanged. 


ADVENTURE XIII 


In the Wood of Ardennes 


N the wood of Ardennes, far from the common 
I haunts of men, there was a meadow, shut in on 
all sides by tall trees and a thick growth of under- 
wood. There the ground was covered with a rich carpet 
of the tenderest green grass, speckled with daisies and 
buttercups, and broidered with wild roses and lilies-of-the- 
valley ; and the air was sweet with the fragrance of the 
spring-blossoms, and musical with the joyous notes of the 
song birds. It was a place fitted for rest and pleasant 
thought, where the harsh sounds of warlike strife and busy 
labour could never intrude. 

On one side of this meadow, half-hidden in a grove of 
drooping willows, was a fountain, walled in with pure white 
marble and once very beautiful, but now sadly neglected 
and falling into decay. Men say that the wise wizard 
Merlin built this fountain in the days of good King Arthur, 
hoping that Tristram and the fair Isolde would drink of 
its waters; for whosoever tasted of them was filled at 
once with a strange feeling of hate toward the one whom 
he had loved before, and he loathed the things which 
formerly had seemed most fair to him. Not far from this 
spot was another fountain, built, it was said, in the golden 
age, when the gods walked and talked with men. The 
pool into which its waters fell was of wonderful depth, and 
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at the bottom. Men said that the wood nymphs used 
often to come here to bathe, and that the naiads delighted 
to sit on its banks, and admire their own beauty reflected 
from below. And some wise wizard of old had given to 
the waters of this spring qualities as strange as those 
which distinguished the fountain of Merlin ; for whosoever 
drank of them was forthwith filled with the maddest love 
and admiration for the first human being whom he chanced 
thereafter to meet. 

To this happy meadow Angelica came, after flying un- 
seen from the tournament at Merlin’s Stair ; and here she 
waited the coming of her brother Argalia. All day long 
she busied herself, plucking the flowers in the meadow, or 
listening to the melody of the birds, or watching the plash- 
ing of the water in the fountains; and she wondered why 
Argalia so long delayed his coming. Alas! her princely 
brother would never meet her at trysting place again. As 
I have told you, he had fled from the tilting place with 
the speed of the wind, intending to meet his sister in the 
wood of Ardennes, and with her to go back without delay 
to their old home in Cathay. But the mid-day sun shone 
hot and fierce upon his head, and, thinking that no one 
would be able to overtake him, he stopped in the shadow 
of a spreading oak to rest. The shade was so cool and 
tempting, and the twitter of the song birds was so pleas- 
ing, and the bees hummed so drowsily among the leaves, 
that he was persuaded to dismount. He tethered his 
steed to an overhanging bough: he took off his helmet, 
and loosened his war coat, and, stretching himself carelessly 
upon the grass, was soon fast asleep. 

While Argalia thus slept in the shade of the oak, 
Reinold of Montalban, mounted on the fleet-footed Bayard, 
passed by. And, although he saw the knight of Cathay 
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slumbering soundly, he cared not to waken him, but 
hastened onward, intent on catching one more glimpse of 
the charming Angelica. Soon afterward the fierce Ferrau, 
fuming with fury, and full of foul thoughts, rode up. He 
spied the sleeping prince under the tree: his eyes gleamed 
with a wicked light, and his face grew dark as any thunder 
cloud. No true knight would have harmed a sleeping foe : 
he would have awakened him, and given him time to arm 
himself. But the Pagan cared naught for knightly honour. 
Without dismounting from his steed, he raised his gleam- 
ing sword above the uncovered head of Argalia; and, 
when the weapon fell, the gallant Prince of Cathay slept 
the sleep that knows no waking. Ferrau returned his 
blade to its scabbard, and was about to ride on again, 
when he saw the helmet of Argalia lying upon the grass 
where that hapless knight had thrown it. It was a casque 
of great beauty and rare workmanship, bound round 
with brass, and inlaid with gold and many a rich gem. 
The Moor turned it over, and lifted it on the point of his 
lance. The jewels gleamed in the sunlight, and shone 
with a beauty which was very tempting to him. Save 
the helmet of Roland, which he coveted above everything 
else in the world, Ferrau had never seen aught that pleased 
him so well. He unlaced his own black-painted casque, 
and tried the jewelled helmet on his head. It was a 
perfect fit, and he did not remove it. He threw the other, 
with the raven plume still waving from its crest, upon the 
ground by the side of the murdered prince ; and then, 
setting spurs to his steed, he galloped hastily onward 
toward the wood of Ardennes. 

Very soon afterward Roland, having followed as fast 
as Brigliadoro would carry him, came up, and saw the 
ill-fated Argalia stretched upon the grass, and the well- 
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known helmet and raven plume of Ferrau lying by his 
side. 

“Ah, me!” said he. “What felony is this? This 
deed was never done in fair fight. Foul treachery has 
done it. And thou, gallant Prince of Cathay, even though 
thou wert a Pagan, thou shalt not be unavenged.” 

Without pausing another moment, he gave rein to 
Brigliadoro, and galloped swiftly in pursuit of the base- 
hearted Moor. 

Meanwhile Angelica had become tired of wandering 
about the meadow in search of flowers. She had grown 
tired of the birds’ songs, and tired of admiring herself in 
the clear mirror of the pool : so she drank a deep draught 
of water from the fountain of the nymphs, and lay down 
upon a bed of roses and soft moss to sleep. While she 
slept, Reinold of Montalban rode into the meadow. He 
was very weary and very thirsty ; and he stopped at the 
fountain of Merlin, and refreshed himself from its clear 
waters, little thinking what strange quality they possessed. 
Then, leading Bayard by the reins, he walked across the 
meadow toward the other fountain. There he saw the 
Princess of Cathay fast asleep among the roses. But in 
his eyes she was no longer beautiful. No toothless crone 
would have seemed so hideously ugly. He could not 
bear to look at her. With the deepest disgust he turned 
away, and remounted his good steed ; and then, as fast as 
the fleet-footed Bayard could carry him, he hastened out 
of the wood of Ardennes, and back to the court of the 
king. ; 

Scarcely had the hero of Montalban turned his horse’s 
head, when Angelica awoke. She saw him riding away 
from her, and she thought him the handsomest knight she 
had ever seen. She called to him; but the sound of her 
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voice only deepened the disgust which he felt, and he rode 
all the more rapidly away. Soon afterward she was 
startled by a noise on the other side of the meadow. She 
heard the sound of angry words, and then the rattle and 
clash of arms, as if two knights were engaged in deadly 
combat. Roland had overtaken Ferrau upon the border 
of the meadow and the two knights, with lances in rest, 
were in the act of riding with terrific force upon each 
other. Great was Angelica’s dismay and horror when she 
saw above the black armour of Ferrau the jewelled helmet 
of Argalia. Well did she understand the dread meaning 
of it all, and in the deepest distress she put the magic 
ring again between her lips, and quick as thought she was 
back in her father’s palace at Cathay. 

Meantime the lances of the two warriors had been 
shivered by the shock of their meeting. Roland im- 
mediately dismounted with intent to continue the battle 
on foot, but Ferrau had no stomach for the fight, and 
suddenly turning his horse he rode thundering away to 
the southward. Roland mounted Brigliadoro and gave 
chase, but the black horse was the swifter of the two, and 
at length the hero changed his course and rode slowly 
back to Paris. 


ADVENTURE XIV 


Roland’s Quest in the Far East 


he spring passed and summer opened, calling 
heroes forth to manly action, and pious men to 
pilgrimages. Very irksome now seemed the idle- 
ness and inaction of the court to Roland, and at last the 
king noted the growing unrest of his nephew. 

“Dear nephew,” said he, “this idleness seems little to 
please thy restless nature. Methinks it galls thy noble 
spirit.” 

“It does, indeed,” answered Roland. “I should be only 
too glad were some war to break out, or were I sent on 
some errand of danger, that I might prove my title to 
knighthood.” 

“ There is not much likelihood of war,” said Charlemagne. 
“ But, if there is any deed of knight-errantry thou wouldst 
fain undertake, thou shalt have leave to do what thou 
wilt.” 

Roland could not conceal his pleasure. 

“In the fairy gardens of Falerina, in the Far East,” 
said he, “I am told that the arms of the Trojan Hector 
await the coming ofa hero to claim them. I have already 
the sword, the flaming Durandal, and I would fain have 
the complete armour. With your leave I will ride forth at 
once in quest of that fairyland ; and, if I win not for my- 
self the arms of the godlike hero, I will thereafter rest 


content with what I have.” 
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When it became known that Roland was about to ride 
forth as a knight-errant all at court sought to dissuade 
him from the undertaking. But the hero was not afraid 
of dangers and difficulties, neither would he heed the 
slanderous tongues of Ganelon and other ill-wishers, who 
suggested that it was the beautiful face of Angelica that 
drew Roland to the Far East. Accordingly one fine day 
he bade his mother and the gentle Alda and his brother 
_ knights adieu; and then, clad in complete armour, with 
Durandal at his side, he rode away. For many days he 
travelled straight towards the rising sun, veering now and 
then to the southward. Soon he left behind him the broad 
lands of France, and the fair plains of Lombardy, and the 
heaven-towering Alps, and the great sea. And in every 
village or country where he came he was welcomed and 
entertained as a Christian knight without fear and 
without reproach. When he inquired the way to the 
Fairyland of Falerina, men pointed ever toward the east, 
and shook their heads, and warned him to give up the 
quest. But he, in no wise disheartened, pressed onward, 
ever the more intent as the dangers and difficulties seemed 
greater and nearer. 

-One day he came to a bridge which spanned a silent, 
slow-flowing river, and whose farther end was hidden in a 
dark mist. On the bridge a pretty maiden stood to take 
toll of all that passed that way. Roland asked her the 
way to Fairyland. 

“Tt is not far from here,” said she; “but the way is 
beset with many perils. If you will drink this cup of water 
which I have dipped from the river beneath us, your eye- 
sight will become clearer, and you will be able to see 
through the mists which hang over Fairyland and hide it 
from mortal sight.” 
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But the maiden spoke of the Fairyland of Forgetfulness, 
and not of the gardens of Falerina. Roland thoughtlessly 
took the cup which she offered him, and drank the 
water which it held. In a moment he forgot all his 
past life, all his ambitions and his hopes: he forgot 
even his friends and himself and the quest upon which 
he was riding. He remembered nothing whatever. 
He only knew that beside him was a beautiful maiden, 
and that beyond the bridge whereon he stood was a 
fair country full of pleasant sights and sounds, of singing 
birds, and softly murmuring waterfalls, and gay flowers, 
and luscious fruits. Farther away he saw a tall castle, 
with towers and turrets pointing to the sky, and broad 
battlements, and a high wall surrounded by a deep, 
wide moat. And having drunk of the waters of Forget- 
fulness, he no longer had any will of his own. He 
suffered the maiden to take him by the hand and to lead 
him into the halls of the castle. And there, with many 
other knights who had been entrapped in the same way, 
he passed days and weeks of pleasurable forgetfulness, 
content with that which each moment brought him, and 
having no remembrance of the past, and no thought nor 
care for the future. 

And now I have to tell how Reinold came also to this 
same castle of Forgetfulness, 

When the Princess Angelica returned to her father’s 
dwelling, after that fateful day in the wood of Ardennes, 
she could not forget the noble form and bearing of the 
hero of Montalban, as he had appeared to her when 
she last saw him by the fountain of Merlin. So she 
ordered that Malagis the wizard should be freed from his 
dungeon beneath the sea, and brought into her presence. 
The little old man, very glad to see the light of day 
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once more, bowed reverently to the princess, and humbly 
waited for her to speak. 

“Knowest thou the Frankish knight who is called 
Reinold of Montalban ?” asked she, 

“TI do, most worthy lady,” was the wizard’s answer. 
“He is my cousin and my dearest friend.” 

“Listen, then,” said the princess, “If thou wilt promise 
to bring this noble knight, by fair means or by foul, to 
Cathay, thou shalt have thy freedom, thy book, and thy 
wizard’s ring.” ; 

The old man bowed low, and promised. He would 
have hazarded his soul for those things. He took his book 
and his ring, and without a day’s delay hastened to return 
to France. 

“Where hast thou been, wise cousin?” asked Reinold, 
as the dwarf bowed himself into his chamber. 

“Only across the sea,” was the answer. 

“ And what didst thou find across the sea?” 

“A very great treasure, but it is guarded by a 
dragon so fierce and wakeful that I dared not go near 
it. Men say that this treasure has lain there for ages, 
waiting the coming of a hero brave enough to face 
the dragon, and strong enough to slay him. Methought 
that my cousin, Reinold of Montalban, might be that 
hero.” 

Very cunning were the wizard’s words, and it was not 
hard for him to persuade Reinold to go in quest of the 
treasure. A ship with sails all set, impatient for the wind, 
‘awaited the knight as he rode down to the seashore. He 
stepped aboard, leading the horse Bayard behind him. A 
light breeze sprang up: the sails filled, and the ship sped 
gaily on its way across the sea. There was no one on 
board save Reinold and his steed; but the wizard had 
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assured him that the ship needed neither pilot nor oarsman, 
and that it would sail straight to the shore where the 
treasure lay under the watchful eyes of the dragon. Two 
days the little vessel sped over the waves like a thing of 
life; nor did Reinold once doubt that the end of the 
voyage would be as the wizard had said. On the third 
day he came to a long, low shore and a_ goodly 
island, which seemed to be one large garden adorned 
and beautified with every thing that is pleasant to the 
sight. Close by the shore was a wondrous castle, 
the fairest that Reinold had ever seen. It was built 
of marble so white and clear that the walls seemed like 
great mirrors in which were painted the garden, the sea, 
and the sky. As the boat touched the shore, three 
ladies, handsome as fairies, came out of the castle, and 
greeted the knight. 

“Welcome, brave hero!” said they. “Welcome to 
Joyous Castle! Welcome in the name of our queen, 
Angelica of Cathay!” 

Reinold heard the name of the fair princess with loath- 
ing. He remembered her only as she had seemed to him 
after he had drunk from the mystic waters of Merlin’s 
fountain. He thought of an old witch, haggard and tooth- 
less and crippled, blear-eyed and grey, mumbling her weird 
spells, and muttering curses. Such to him was Angelica 
of Cathay. He turned him about in the ship, and would 
not look at the fairy palace and the gardens, which were 
said to be hers. The breeze again filled the sails, the 
little bark left the shore, and the marble towers of Joyous 
Castle were soon out of sight. Soon a great storm arose 
on the sea, the waves ran mountain high, and the ship 
was at the mercy of the winds. A dark night came on, and 
Reinold was in a fearful peril; but he stood calmly at the 
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helm, and cared not at all for the danger. In the 
morning the vessel ran upon a_ wild, rock-bound 
shore, and was dashed in pieces by the waves; but 
the hero and his horse escaped with great difficulty by 
swimming to the land. 

The country in which Reinold now found himself was 
covered with a dark forest, where the owls hooted dismally, 
and the wolves howled, and the goblins of the wood held 
high carnival. As he made his way through the dense 
underbrush, and among the dead and decaying trees, he 
espied a low-built, gloomy castle standing in the middle 
of a marsh. He rode up to the gate, and called out loudly 
to the warder to open and let him in. Fora time there 
was no answer ; and, indeed, no sign or sound of life did 
he hear. Then, suddenly, there was the rattling of chains 
and a ringing of iron bars; and the gate flew open, and 
four giants rushed out upon the knight. Before he could 
draw his sword, or in the least defend himself, he was 
dragged from his horse, bound with iron chains, and 
carried into the courtyard. 

“Why this rudeness to a stranger and a knight?” he 
asked, as soon as he could speak. 

The giants answered him not a word, but left him 
lying helpless and alone on the stone floor. After 
a while, an old woman came in to jeer and laugh at 
his mishaps. 

“ A fine morsel thou wilt be for the dragon,” said she. 
“Tt is not often that he has a real Christian knight for 

-his dinner, and thou wilt indeed make him gentle and 
gladsome.” 

Reinold asked the woman what she meant, and 
was told that on the morrow he was to be given to 
a terrible dragon who had overrun and ravaged all 
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that country, and who could be appeased only by human 
blood. 

“JT fear him not,” said the knight, “if they will but 
unbind me, and give me my good Flamberge.” 

All night long Reinold lay bound in the cold and de- 
solate courtyard, while Bayard galloped hither and thither 
in the forest, seeking vainly for his master. Early in the 
morning the four giants came again; and, after unbind- 
ing Reinold, they threw him, with his arms and armour, 
into a deep-walled pit where the dragon was wont to come 
for his daily meals. The knight, glad to find that his 
limbs were free, and that his good sword Flamberge was 
in his hand, waited fearlessly for the coming of the 
monster. Not long, however, had he to wait. The 
horrid beast, his teeth gnashing with rage, and his nostrils 
flaming with poisonous fumes, rushed into the arena, ex- 
pecting to find, as usual, an easy prey. But Reinold 
attacked him bravely with his good sword, and made him 
pause in his hasty onset. Fierce and terrible was the fight 
that followed. The sharp claws of the beast tore off the 
knight’s armour piece by piece. His head was laid bare; 
his hauberk and breastplate were broken ; the strokes of 
his sword fell harmless on the iron scales which protected 
the creature’s sides. Hard would it have gone with the 
knight, had not good fortune favoured him. Six feet 
above his head a beam projected into the pit. He felt 
his strength failing him ; the great jaws of the beast were 
about to close upon him. He called up all his energy, 
and with one mighty effort leaped upon the beam. He 
was safe. The dragon raged and fumed and threatened, 
but could not reach him. Yet how, after all, would the 
good knight escape? The walls rose, high and smooth, 
still many feet above him. There was no way to 
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get out of the pit, save by passing the dread monster 
below. 

While the knight sat half-despairing on the friendly 
beam, he heard a whirring of wings above him; and 
a fairy, which he at first mistook for a bird, alighted 
by his side. 

“Most worthy knight,” said she, “ fortune comes 
always to the help of the brave. Now here are a ball 
of wax and a strong net, which you may use as your 
good sense may direct. But you must never forget 
that this aid has been sent you by the Princess 
Angelica of Cathay.” 

With these words the fairy flew away, and was seen no 
more. But Reinold wondered whether she were not really 
the princess herself in disguise. It was easy for him to 
understand what to do with the presents she had brought. 
He threw the cake of wax to the raging dragon below. 
Eagerly the beast seized it between his jaws, and, lo! as 
Reinold had foreseen, his teeth were glued fast together. 
Then, as the creature madly sought to remove the wax 
with his claws, it was easy for the knight to cast the net 
over him, and draw it tightly about his limbs and body. 
Helpless now, the great beast rolled upon the ground, an 
easy victim to Reinold’s trenchant blade. 

It was no hard matter for Reinold to find his way out 
of the pit, and into the wood again. There the good horse 
Bayard waited for him, and greeted his coming with a 
shrill neigh of pleasure. He looked around for the gloomy 
castle where he had spent so many miserable hours, but 
it was nowhere to be seen. He rubbed his eyes, and 
fancied, that, after all, he might have been only dreaming ; 
for his armour was whole as ever, and his good blade 
Flamberge was clear and bright, and no whit tarnished 
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with foul dragon’s blood. He mounted his steed, and 
rode slowly and thoughtfully out of the forest. But, 
just beyond, he came to the River of Forgetfulness and 
the bridge which spans it; and there, like Roland, he 
drank of the cup which the maiden offered him, and 


was led helplessly away to the care-forgetting castle of 
Oblivion. 


ADVENTURE XV 


How Roland and Reinold Succoured 
Angelica 


HEN Angelica returned to her own home, after 

W the death of her brother Argalia, she found 
that a fierce Tartar chief named Agrican had 

long been waging war with her father, King Galafron, and 
had forced him to shut himself up in the walled town of 
Albracca, Week after week the Tartars besieged Albracca, 
striving in every way to pass the well-defended walls. 
But Galafron and his folk held out bravely ; and, while they 
kept their foes at a safe distance from their gates, they 
sent fleet messengers to Sacripant, king of Circassia, pray- 
ing him to lend them some aid. Sacripant, who had long 
courted the favour of the Princess Angelica, came with an 
army of ten thousand men, and gave battle to Agrican 
outside of the city walls. Fierce was the fight, and great 
was the loss of life on either side. At last the Circassians 
cut their way through the ranks of the beleaguering 
Tartars, and reached the gates, which were opened to 
receive them. But so closely pressed were they, that, ere 
the heavy barriers could be closed again, a great part of the 
Tartar horde, with Chief Agrican at their head, had crowded 
through into the city. Then was there terror and great 
distress in Albracca, and fierce fighting in every street. 
Of the ten thousand gallant Circassians whom Sacripant 


had led to the affray, not five hundred remained alive. 
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In the end, King Galafron, with the remnant of those 
who had escaped the storm-like fury of the Tartars, was 
obliged to retire into the citadel, a strongly-built castle 
standing high on a rock in the middle of the town. But 
the castle was not very well supplied with arms, nor was 
it victualled for a long siege; and the hearts of all sank 
within them as they thought of the day when starvation 
would oblige them to open the gates to their fierce and 
relentless foes. It was then that Angelica bethought her 
of her magic ring. 

“Do not yet give up all hope,” she said. “ Hold the 
citadel only seven days longer, and I will bring you help. 
In the castle of Forgetfulness, which lies on the borders of 
Fairyland, there are many brave knights imprisoned,—the 
noblest and most daring in all the world. I will hie me 
thither, and awaken them, and call them to our aid.” 

Placing the magic ring between her lips, she flew 
unseen over the heads of the Tartar horde, and over 
the pleasant valleys and the wooded hills of Cathay, and 
stopped not until she came to the land of the fairies 
and the bridge which spans the river of Forgetfulness. 
The maiden who stood there to take the toll offered her 
the cup of water; but she dashed it to the ground, and 
went boldly onward to the castle. She passed through 
the wide-open gates unchallenged; for, in the dwelling 
where Forgetfulness reigns, there is no need of warder or 
of watchman. She entered the great banquet hall, where 
the guests and prisoners were at meat. There at the 
table sat Roland, and Reinold of Montalban, and many 
another fearless knight, eating and drinking and making 
merry, and not once thinking of their knightly vows, or 
caring to know each other. She stood in the doorway, 
her book of enchantments in one hand, and a trumpet in 
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the other. She sang a song sweeter than a siren’s chant, 
and so loud and clear that it was echoed in every nook 
and chamber of the sleepy old castle. The knights, 
intent only on the pleasure of the passing moment, 
scarcely raised their eyes to look at her. They continued 
feasting and laughing, and merrily joking, as men are 
wont to do who never think of the morrow. Then she 
raised the bugle-trumpet to her lips, and blew a shrill, 
deep battle call. At the first blast the knights sprang 
to their feet, and gazed about in mingled astonishment 
and shame. At the second, all the memories of the 
past, all their hopes, all their ambition, came into their 
minds again. With one accord they rushed in hot haste 
from the banquet table; they hastened to the armoury 
and to the stables. Never before had there been in that 
place such a buckling-on of armour, such a mounting of 
war steeds, such looks and words of brave determination 
and hope. Old Oblivion, the lord of the castle, who was 
alike deaf to every call of duty, and blind to every noble 
impulse, shut himself up in the lowest depths of his 
dungeon tower, fearful lest the stirring sounds of Angelica’s 
bugle might arouse in him some slumbering thoughts of 
the great world outside. 

It was not long ere the awakened knights were fully 
equipped with their arms and armour, and mounted on © 
their war steeds, ready to follow Angelica wherever she 
might lead, or to undertake any adventure she might direct. 
And they rode back over the now dry River of Forgetful- 
ness, and out of the world of fairyland and enchantments, 
into the nobler world of reality, of action, and of worthy 
effort. 

On the third day they reached the country of Cathay, 
and saw the ruin and the ravages that the fierce Tartars 
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had made. The harvests had been destroyed, the vineyards 
had been trampled down, the villages had been burned, 
and, where there had been plenty and happiness, now 
naught was seen but smoking heaps and a desolate desert- 
waste. The country folk of Cathay had hidden themselves 
from their pitiless foes in the mountain fastnesses and in 
the thick woods. But, when they heard that many of the 
most noted warriors of the Far West were riding to the 
succour of their king at Albracca, they came out of their 
hiding-places, and hailed them as the saviours of their 
country. Every day, as Roland and his comrades drew 
nearer to the beleaguered city, great numbers of Cathayan 
warriors who had escaped from the Tartars, and who had 
been scattered abroad through the land, came and joined 
their standard. And when, at last, the tall towers of 
Albracca rose before them, Roland found himself at the 
head of an army of forty thousand fighting men. Great 
was the astonishment and dismay of the Tartars when this 
host burst unexpectedly upon them. Fearful indeed was 
the din of battle that ensued. The beleaguered Galafron, 
at the head of a handful of troops, sallied out from the 
citadel, and joined the army of rescuers. And, always in 
the thickest of that fearful fight, there Roland was seen, the 
flash of his angry eye and the glitter of the wondrous sword 
Durandal carrying terror into the ranks of the panic-stricken 
Tartars. 

In vain did Chief Agrican strive to rally his men. All 
was fear and confusion; and most of his followers had at 
the first onset taken to shameful flight, followed by the 
victorious Cathayans. He saw that so long as his foes 
were cheered on by Roland, who was a veritable host 
within himself, there was little hope for the Tartars, and 
he formed a cunning plan to draw him away from the 
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field. He placed his lance in rest, and rode forward, as if 
he would make an attack upon Roland. Then suddenly, 
as though in fright, he fled. Roland followed in swift 
pursuit, The Tartar chief, as if he thought his life in 
deadly peril, galloped away as fast as his steed would 
carry him, and paused not until he reached an open glade 
in a forest, far beyond the sound of the battle’s strife. 
Here he dismounted, to drink of the water which gurgled 
up clear and pure in a marble fountain which King 
Galafron had built and made sacred to the nymphs of the 
wood. Scarcely had he wet his lips, when Roland rode 
up close behind him. 

“ Ah, sir chief!” cried he, “how it is that the brave flee 
thus from peril?” 

The Tartar leaped quickly into his saddle, and faced his 
enemy. 

“Sir knight, whoever you may be,” said he, “I am fain 
to look upon you as the bravest warrior I have ever met. 
I have seen your daring ; and, foe though you be, I can- 
not help admiring you. For your own sake I would 
rather not touch you, for it would grieve me much to see 
the death of so brave a man. Ride, therefore, back to 
your fellows, and goad me not to your destruction.” 

Roland was pleased with this gallant speech of the 
Pagan, and he answered mildly, “ Pity it is that a warrior 
so courteous as thou, and withal so brave, should be an 
unbeliever. Let me urge thee to turn Christian, and to 
go back in quietness to thy own land. By doing so, thou 
mayst save both thy body and thy soul.” 

The Tartar’s cheek grew white with rage. “Even 
though thou wert Roland of France, or any other knight 
as valiant, thou shouldst rue those taunting words! Draw 
now thy sword, and save thyself if thou canst !” 
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Fiercely, then, did the two knights join in fight, and the 
woods around them rang with the clashing of their good 
blades. But so well were they matched, and so skilfully 
was every thrust parried, that neither warrior was able to 
touch the other, or to gain aught of advantage over him. 
By and by the sun went down, and the stars came out, 
and the moon arose; and still the fight seemed no whit 
nearer its end. The Tartar was the first to ask a truce 
until morning. They tied their horses to the overhanging 
branches of an elm, and lay down upon the grass to rest, 
—Roland near the fountain, and Agrican by the trunk of 
apine. The sky was clear and the stars shone bright, and 
the two knights talked with each other as two friends 
would talk. Roland pointed to the stars above them, 
and in earnest tones spoke of the goodness and wisdom 
and power of Him who had made them. The Tartar 
was not used to speeches of this kind, nor did he relish 
the way in which Roland sought to tell him of matters 
belonging to the Christian faith. At last, growing weary, 
and filled with disgust, he said,— 

“You may be a very brave knight, but you are certainly 
very ill bred to make me listen to things which are so 
distasteful to me. If you will not let me sleep, you might 
at least talk of fair ladies, and daring deeds, and feats of 
arms,—things much better fitted for the understanding of a 
knight. But tell me, are you not that Roland of France 
whose name and deeds are in every one’s mouth?” 

“T am Roland of France,” was the answer. 

“And why are you here, so far from home, fighting for 
one who is no more a Christian than 1?” asked Agrican. 

“T am fighting for the rights of the Princess Angelica,” 
answered Roland. “Every Christian knight has a liege 
lady whom he is bound at all times to defend.” 
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The Tartar arose, and brandished his battle-axe. 
Roland, much against his will, made ready to defend him- 
self with his sword. Old stories tell us, that the two 
warriors fought most furiously until the sun arose, and 
that Roland’s shield was cut in twain, and his armour 
battered and scarred, and every joint in his body shaken 
and bruised, so terrible was the onset of the enraged 
Agrican. And they say that at last, in sheer desperation 
and as his only hope, Roland gave his foe a stroke with 
the sword Durandal, that laid him low at his feet. Tears 
of true, heartfelt sorrow, streamed from his eyes as he 
raised the dying chief tenderly in his arms, and laid him 
on the marble rim of the fountain. 

“Pagan and foe, though thou wert,” murmured Roland, 
“yet thou wert a man, and a most worthy knight!” 


ADVENTURE XVI 


In the Gardens of Falerina 


AVING defeated the Tartars before Albracca, 
H and driven them, as they supposed, forever from 
Cathay, the Frankish knights began to bethink 
them again of their own country, and of the duties which 
they owed to their liege lord, King Charlemagne. Reinold, 
burning with anger and shame because of the deception 
which had brought him hither, turned away at once, and, 
deaf to every entreaty of the grateful Cathayans, hastened 
his journey back to France. But Roland was not yet will- 
ing to give up the adventure which he had undertaken ; 
and he resolved to make one further trial to find the gardens 
of Falerina, and to win the arms of the godlike Hector of 
Troy. So he bade farewell to Angelica and to her father, 
King Galafron, and set out on his quest for the land of the 
fairies ; and the grateful people of Albracca showered bless- 
ings upon his head as he passed out of their gates. And 
many of the noblest lords and ladies of the realm rode with 
him to the utmost bounds of their kingdom, where they 
parted from him with many heartfelt thanks and many a 
tearful godspeed. 
One day, after having crossed a barren hill country, where 
nothing was to be seen save huge boulders and lava beds 
and yawning chasms, he came into .a wood so dark and 


dank and lonesome, that he felt that this indeed must be 
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the borderland between the world of reality and the world 
of the fairies. Owls hooted in the dead treetops; grey 
wolves howled in the thickets; bats and vampires flew 
through the air ; hideous creatures skulked among the trees. 
Had such a thing as fear been known to Roland, he would 
have turned back, and given up forever his quest for Fairy- 
land. But by and by the wood became less dense, the trees 
and grass grew as in a park, and the sun, which had been 
hidden behind a cloud, now shone brightly through the 
leaves. Birds flitted and sang among the branches ; and the 
lonesomeness and horrors of the deeper forest gave place 
to light and hope. 

As Roland rode leisurely through this wood, he was met 
by a beautiful damsel, riding on a white palfrey with gay 

trappings. 

‘ She addressed him with much courtesy and told him 
how the gardens of Falerina were hard by, and that he must 
beware of a dragon which guarded the entrance. She 
then gave him a clue which would aid him in finding his 
way through the enchanted garden, and she told how the 
fairy queen had been a long time shut up in one of the 
chambers of her palace, trying to forge a magic sword that 
should be proof against witchery, and sharp enough to slay 
even those whose lives were protected by unseen powers. 

The sun had now gone down and Roland laid himself to 
rest under the friendly shelter of a great cedar. A deep 
slumber fell upon him, and in the dark of the night a 
_ deceitful woman came and seized Durandal his good sword, 
and rode away with it upon his loved steed. 

When Roland awoke in the morning and discovered how 
he had been robbed, he was both angered and disheartened. 
Yet his knightly vows would not permit him to abandon 
his quest, and he resolved to go forward at all cost, He 
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tore off the stout branch of an elm to serve him instead of 
a sword, and went boldly upon his way. 

A few steps brought him to the top of the hill, whence 
he could look into the valley beyond. There a wonderful 
sight met his view. Not half a league away was the 
entrance to the long-sought-for gardens, while in the open- 
ing a sleepless dragon dragged its loathsome coils. The 
wall was built of white marble, and was very high; but 
Roland could see the trees and the fountains and the silvery 
lake beyond, and in the distance rose the glass towers of 
the castle, glistening in the early morning light. 

Pausing but for a moment to view the welcome sight, 
Roland quickly descended the hill and strode to where the 
dragon stood, its nostrils breathing noxious fumes. Toa 
hero of different mould the sight of the dreadful beast 
would have inspired terror, but Roland did not falter. 
Holding his shield before his face as some protection against 
the poisonous fumes emitted in clouds by the monster, he 
thrust the gnarled elm bough into its gaping jaws, and as 
the beast tried in vain to dislodge the unwelcome obstruc- 
tion, clutching at it with its hooked talons, Roland leaped 
lightly over its writhing coils, and so passed unharmed into 
the garden. 

He had not proceeded far when he came upon a little 
lake, in the middle of which stood a marble image of a 
river nymph. Drawing near, Roland read this inscription, 
which was written in Greek characters above the brows of 
the marble figure: “Seekest thou the enchanted palace? 
Follow the river.” 

Turning to the right Roland espied a little stream which 
he unhesitatingly followed, and its meanderings at length 
brought him, through many pleasant and refreshing scenes, 
to the fairy palace whose crystal towers he had seen in 
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early morning. It was indeed a beautiful structure. Many 
precious stones were mingled with its transparent masonry, 
and the sun was reflected from a thousand points in every 
conceivable hue. The doors were wide open, and bands 
of fairies were passing in and out, singing gaily, and making 
the palace resound with the music of their sweet voices. 
They cast inquiring glances at the strange knight as they 
passed ; but, as they had never known an enemy in Fairy- 
land, they thought him only some stranger whom the queen 
had invited to her court. Seeing that everyone moved 
freely from one chamber to another in that vast palace, 
without hindrance and without ceremony, Roland walked 
boldly in. For some time he strolled carelessly about, » 
listening to the music, and watching the nimble dancers in 
the great halls, or admiring the many wonderful things 
with which the palace was stored. At last, in a lower 
chamber which opened into the garden, he found Falerina. 
She was sitting alone, as was her wont in the earlier hours 
of the day, while her attendants amused themselves in the 
garden. Before her, leaning against the wall, was the 
magic sword, the blade which had cost her many weeks of 
anxious labour. She had but lately finished it and tested 
it, and now she was quietly admiring her own good looks as 
they were reflected from its bright silvery sides. And very 
beautiful indeed was she,—so beautiful, that Roland paused 
in reverent admiration. She was dressed in rich white 
robes from every fold of which rare jewels gleamed ; and 
upon her head was a golden crown, flashing with diamonds. 
She seemed a divine being rather than a mere fairy, akin to 
the Peris of whom Roland had heard the Saracens speak. 

The hero paused but a moment, then ere the fairy could 
hinder, or call for help, he seized the magic sword, and 
raised it threateningly above her head. 
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“ Vield, and I will spare thee!” he cried. 

The queen, never having known such thing as fear, sat 
still, and said not a word. 

“Show me the Trojan Hector’s arms,” said he, “and 
thou shalt live.” 

“ Surely,” then answered the queen, “ thou art a brave 
warrior thus to threaten me in my own dwelling. Methinks 
thou art Knight Roland from the West.” 

“ Roland is my name,” said he. “And I have come in 
quest of Hector’s arms. Tell me where I shall find them.” 

“IT shall tell thee nothing,” answered the fairy, folding 
her arms. 

When Roland found that neither threats nor prayers 
would persuade her to tell him the secret, he carried her 
gently into the garden, and, with cords which Malagis the 
wizard had given him, he bound her, hand and foot, to a 
beech tree, so that no fairy could ever unbind her. Then 
he went out of the palace to follow his quest as best he 
might, well knowing now that no witchery of the fairy 
queen could harm him. He wandered in many directions, 
guided by the clue which had been given him by the 
damsel of the white palfrey, and many wondrous things 
did he see in that garden of delights. But never a trace 
was there of the arms of Hector, and at last an old man, 
who said that he had lived in the enchanted garden for 
many years, told the hero that the object of his search 
had long ago been carried away—where he could not say. 

Toward evening Roland found his way back again to 
the enchanted palace of the queen, but all was changed. 
The fairies whom he had seen there in the earlier part of 
the day had fled, leaving the splendid mansion silent and 
desolate. The music had ceased ; shadows had taken the 
place of sunshine ; the flowers had closed their petals ; the 


In the Gardens of Falerina 173 


birds had flown away. As the knight walked across the 
deserted courtyard, the only sound that he heard was the 
echo of his own footsteps on the hard pavement. The 
silence was more dreadful to him than any danger that 
had ever threatened him. The hapless fairy queen was 
still bound fast to the beech tree where he had left her, 
but she was no longer happy and defiant. Bitterly she 
~ wept, and earnestly did she beg him to set her free. 
Moved by her tears he loosed her bonds, and when again 
he asked where the arms of the Trojan hero were hidden, 
“ By my troth,” said she, “I know not. They were long 
ago given into the keeping of my sister, Morgan le Fay. 
If you would win them, you must make your way to her 
castle, and prove by your prowess that you are worthy of 
the prize. Then, when Fortune is ready to award her 
gifts, be sure that you let not the golden opportunity slip 
by unimproved.” 


ADVENTURE XVII 


Morgan le Fay 


OPS castle of Morgan le Fay stood in a pleasant 
valley between two forest-crowned mountains. 
It was built of the finest white marble, as pure 
as alabaster, and as clear as ice. The high walls which 
hemmed it in on every side were of granite ; and the deep 
moat was full of water and spanned by a single bridge. 
A mighty giant, clad in steel armour, and wielding a huge 
club, kept the bridge, and allowed no one to pass over it 
unchallenged. And this giant had never yet been foiled 
or beaten in battle: for, whatever might be the strength 
or the prowess of his foe, his own strength was greater. 
Hence no living knight had ever entered this fairy castle 
save as the captive of its grim warder. 

Now, when Roland, eagerly pursuing his quest, 
approached this bridge, the giant, as was his wont, 
challenged him to combat. The knight, nowise loth to 
measure arms with a churl whose only virtue was his 
strength, drew the sword which Queen Falerina with such 
infinite pains had wrought, and met the giant on his own 
ground. The boasted armour of the warder was no proof 
against the biting strokes of the magic blade, and he 
would have been slain had he not saved himself by a 
cunning stratagem. Watching his chance, he seized the 
knight in his arms, and leaped with him into the moat. 


He could live in water as well as in air, and he hoped to’ 
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drown the foe whom he could not overcome by force 
of arms. But so well did Roland still ply his sword, 
although half choked with the cold water, that the giant 
was glad to let go his hold. The knight thereupon rose 
to the surface, and climbing upon the bridge, he walked 
boldly through the open gate. 

He found himself, to his astonishment, in a broad field, 
where the ground was covered with diamonds and pearls, 
rubies and emeralds, and every other sort of precious 
stone, as thickly as the spring meadows.are covered with 
grass. Hastening on, he came into a garden which 
was far more beautiful than that which belonged to 
Falerina. Everything tempted him to stop, and to 
pursue no farther his uncertain quest. The shady walks, 
the flowery borders, the cool bowers, the plashing water- 
falls, the rippling stream, the singing birds, the sunshine, 
and the breeze,—all seemed to say, “Stay ! here is happi- 
ness enough.” But the hero allowed none of these things 
to tempt him. 

In the middle of the garden there was a beautiful foun- 
tain, and near it was a bower of surpassing loveliness, 
around which a score of fairies danced, keeping time with 
the most bewitching strains of music. As Roland came 
near to this spot, the timid creatures ceased their merri- 
ment, and fled in great affright. He peeped into the bower, 
and beheld a being more beautiful than his dreams had 
ever pictured. It was Morgan le Fay, fast asleep on a 
bed of roses. Very small was she,—as, indeed, were all 
the folk in this garden,—and so wondrously fair that the 
knight stood long still, as if entranced. Indeed, it was 
only by thinking on his duty as a knight, that he re- 
sisted the temptation to give up his ambitious hopes, and 
to swear fealty to the fairy queen. Long he might have 
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stood thus gazing and wavering between duty and 
inclination, had he not heard a voice cry out, “ Seize the 
beauty by the forelock while yet the golden moment 
lasts !” 

Then Roland noticed for the first time that the back 
of the fay’s head was quite bare and smooth, while 
above her forehead there was a rich growth of long 
golden hair. The knight was surprised at hearing the 
voice, and hesitated to obey its strange command. He 
looked up. A wondrous sight met his eyes. Halfway 
between earth and sky, hanging in mid-air, he saw, as 
he thought, a great and busy city. There he beheld tall 
towers and crystal palaces, churches with their spires 
pointing heavenward, bustling market-places, and long 
lines of streets crowded with hurrying men and women, 
cool, shaded avenues where knights and ladies walked, and 
all that makes up the glory, the beauty, and the misery of 
a well-peopled city. For a time he forgot where he 
was, and all about the errand which had taken him there ; 
and he imagined himself to be no longer a knight-errant 
courting danger, and bound on deeds of love and daring, 
but a busy merchant in that air-built city, intent upon 
showing his wares, and eagerly counting his gains. While 
he still gazed, the vision slowly faded away. Churches 
and palaces and market-places and busy streets melted 
into thin airy clouds, and were seen no more. Then 
Roland, as if awakened from a trance, remembered him- 
self again, and the quest upon which he was bound. He 
looked into the bower where Morgan le Fay had been 
sleeping, but she was not there. She had arisen, and with 
the lightness of a leaf driven about by the fickle autumn 
wind she was dancing before the fountain. And as she 
danced, she sang,— 
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“ Seek’st thou gifts from Morgan le Fay? 
Seize her forelock whilst thou may, 
Let not dreams thy purpose stay : 
She'll not come another day. 
Fortune’s a fickle fairy. 


Once, and only once, men say, 

To every one she shows the way 

To gain the good for which we pray. 
While the sun shines, make the hay. 
Fortune’s a fickle fairy.” 


Roland hesitated, and while he waited and doubted, the 
fay suddenly bounded away, and fled from him with the 
fleetness of a deer hunted by hounds. He followed as fast 
as his feet would carry him, resolved now that nothing 
should hinder him from attaining that fortune whose 
favours are but seldom withheld from the brave. But the 
fairy, although at times almost within his grasp, was not 
to be caught. She led him a long chase through gardens 
and fields, and among thickets of underbrush and briers, and 
over many a barren, stony waste; and at last she flew over 
the top of a snow-crowned mountain, and the disappointed 
knight never saw her again. Then a storm of rain and 
haif burst from the clouds above; and the lightnings 
flashed, and the thunder rolled, and all the demons of the 
air seemed to be abroad. Shortly a gaunt and pale-faced 
witch came out of a cavern on the mountain-side with a 
scourge of leather thongs in her hand, and she drove 
the hero down the slope, and back again into the 
valley, lashing him at every step furiously and without 
pity. 

“Who are you?” asked he, receiving his punishment 
meekly. ‘‘ Who are you that thus dares to scourge a peer 
of France?” 
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“ My name is Repentance,” answered thehag. “Itismy 
duty to punish every one, who through hesitation or neglect 
fails to seize the fairy fortune at that one golden moment 
which is allotted him. Go thou, now, back to France. 
Thy quest is vain. The prize which thou soughtst has been 
won by another.” 

When Roland came down again into the valley, he 
looked to see the snow-white castle of Morgan le Fay, and 
he thought to find himself still in the gardens of Fairyland. 
Butit wasnotso. Castles and towers, rivers and fountains, 
flowers and birds, dragons and giants, and all that had 
helped to make up those wondrous scenes, had vanished 
like the mirage with which he had been so enraptured. 
Splendid dreams had given place to sober reality. The hero 
saw before him the desert plains and the rocky mountains 
of Persia; and a voice whispered to him that fame and 
fortune were to be attained, not through the pursuit of fairy 
phantoms and vain chimeras, but by honest, worthy deeds, 
and noble efforts for the good of mankind. In his 
hasty pursuit of the fairy he had lost the magic sword that 
he had taken from Falerina. He was now without arms, 
and he had no horse. He was a stranger in a strange 
land; and many a weary league and many unknown dangers 
lay between him and sweet France. 

As he stood pondering at the foot of the mountain, an 
old man drew near, riding upon a mule and leading a war- 
steed fully caparisoned, with saddle and bridle and trap- 
pings of velvet and gold. Across the saddle bows lay a 
sword, sheathed in its scabbard, but whose hilt fairly shone 
with its wealth of priceless gems, The horse was his own 
lost Brigliadoro, and the sword was Durandal. 

“ Sir knight,” said the old man very courteously, “ allow 
me to be your squire, I bring you your horse and sword, 
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Mount, I pray you, and let us hasten back to France and 
to Charlemagne, who is in need of your help.” 

“But the arms of Hector are not yet mine,” answered 
Roland ; “ and I doubt if I may honourably return without 
them.” 

“You can scarcely do otherwise,” answered the squire ; 
“for while you waited and dreamed, and hesitated to seize 
the fairy by the forelock, another knight, a Tartar prince, 
went boldly in, and seized the prize and bore itaway. And 
he is even now well on his way toward France; for he has 
vowed that he will win from you the sword Durandal, and 
thus make all of Hector’s matchless arms his own.” 


ADVENTURE XVIII 


How Ogier refused a Kingdom 


again beset with enemies on every side. The 

Moors of Spain had broken over the mountain wall 
of the Pyrenees, and had overrun Gascony, and carried fire 
and sword into the fairest portions of Southern France. The 
Saxons, ever restless and ill at ease, had again taken up arms 
against the empire. The wild Hungarians had been making 
inroads into the eastern provinces ; and the Lombards were 
ready at any time to rise in rebellion. Very gladly, 
therefore, did the king welcome his valiant nephew back 
to France, for he needed the help of his strong arm. 

One day early in spring there came to Charlemagne’s 
court a number of Danish knights bearing a message from 
their king, the false-hearted Godfrey of Denmark. They 
brought from Godfrey a great store of rich presents for 
Charlemagne, and treasure more than enough to make 
amends for the tribute which had so long been neglected 
and left unpaid. And the Danish king prayed Charle- 
magne that he would pardon his former misconduct, and 
receive him once more into humble and faithful vassalage ; 
for pirate and strange sea-kings from the Far North had 
come down upon the coast of Denmark, and were robbing 
and burning, and carrying terror into the very heart of the 
country, and Godfrey hoped that Charlemagne would aid 


him in driving out the invaders. Charlemagne, although 
180 


1D) URING Roland’s absence, Charlemagne had been 


How Ogier refused a Kingdom 181 


not always quick to forgive, was quite ready at this trying 
time to make friends with the Dane. Therefore he kindly 
entertained the messengers, and sent them back on the 
morrow, with assurances that he would pardon the offences 

of King Godfrey, and send him the wished-for aid. Then 
he called Ogier the Dane into his presence. 

_ “Ogier,” said he, “ your father, the king of Denmark, is 
sorely pressed by his enemies, and needs our help. No 
one knows better than yourself how he has neglected and 
cast you off among strangers. And yet it is our wish 
that you lead a company of warriors to his aid.” 

“Tt is well,” answered Ogier. “Naught save death can 
ever excuse a son from helping his father.” 

A thousand knights, the bravest in all France, at once 
enlisted under Ogier’s banner ; and without a day’s delay 
they began their march toward Denmark. With Ogier, 
and next to him in command, was Roland; and the very 
presence of the two heroes inspired the whole of the little 
army with high-hearted enthusiasm and courage. Their 
march was rapid,and not long were they in reaching the land 
of the Danes. But the foe whom they fought had fled ; for, 
when the rude sea-kings heard of the coming of the steel- 
clad warriors of the South, they hastily embarked in their 
ships again, and sailed across the sea to other shores. They 
lived by pillage and robbery, and they were fearful of risk- 
ing a battle with an enemy so renowned and powerful. 

Ogier with his little army now rode on toward his 
father’s castle. But, as they drew near, they saw the 
towers draped in black, and heard the bells tolling a 
solemn knell. A black banner, on which the arms of 
King Godfrey were rudely painted, floated above the gate. 
And a company of knights, clad in mourning, came out 
to meet and welcome the heroes, 
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“What mean these signs of sorrow?” asked Ogier. 
“We have come to you expecting to be greeted with 
cheers and songs-and glad thanksgiving, and we find 
naught but weeping and doleful signs of death. Has any 
thing happened amiss to my father the king?” 

“ Alas!” said the sorrowing knights, “he is dead.” 

Then Ogier, unable to answer by reason of his great 
grief, covered up his face, and wept. And Roland and 
the Danish knights led him into the castle and into the 
chapel, where the body of King Godfrey lay. The hero 
knelt beside his father’s bier, and bathed the face of the 
dead with his tears. Touching indeed was it to behold 
this warrior melted with sorrow in the presence of death. 
For although he had been maltreated and despised, and cast 
out among strangers, he had never forgotten that a son’s 
first duty is to honour his father. Long he knelt on the 
floor of the little chapel, while the monks who watched 
beside the corpse chanted their prayers, and told their 
beads ; and the tapers on the altar burned low; and the 
daylight gave place to darkness. Then he arose, and was 
about to leave the room, when the priest who had been 
his father’s confessor touched him on the shoulder. 

“ Ogier,” said he, “allow me to be the first to greet you 
as king of Denmark. The last words of your father were, 
‘Let Ogier be king.” 

Ogier stood for a moment in silent thought. He 
hesitated as to what his duty might be. Ought he, by 
taking that which was clearly his own, to deprive his 
younger brother of the crown which he had been taught 
to expect? Suddenly a heavenly light burst upon him, 
and filled the room with its soft radiance; and a voice 
like that of an angel said,— 

“ Ogier, take not this crown, Leave it to Guyon thy 
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young brother. It is enough for thee to bear the title of 
‘The Dane. Fame waits for thee elsewhere, and greater 
kingdoms than that of Denmark may be thine.” 

It was the voice of Morgan le Fay, the fairy guardian 
of his life. But Ogier thought that it was an angel from 
heaven who had spoken; and he humbly crossed himself, 
and bowed in submission to the command. He sought 
without delay the step-mother who had so cruelly wronged 
him. 

“Mother,” said he, “all that which thou hast so long 
desired has come to pass.” 

Tenderly he embraced his young brother Guyon, and 
hailed him king. And he said, “I am a peer of France, 
a knight of the household of Charlemagne. I seek no 
higher honours.” 

And heralds were sent into every city and town pro- 
claiming Guyon as the lawful king of all Denmark. And 
Guyon solemnly promised to hold his kingdom in fief and 
vassalage from Charlemagne. 


ADVENTURE XIX 


How Roland fell into Prison 


to France ; for Charlemagne, hard pressed by foes on 

every side, was in sore need of help. From every 
Saracen land fierce hordes of Pagans came pouring into 
France, threatening to overrun the whole of Christendom. 
Sacripant, the Circassian king, with ten thousand picked 
warriors from Persia and India, had landed on the Southern 
coast vowing that he would not return to his own country 
until he had overcome Charlemagne in battle and made 
‘France his own. Marsilius of Spain had again crossed the 
Pyrenees with his Moorish chivalry, and had hastened to 
join his forces with those of Sacripant. Agramont, the 
king of Africa, with a great fleet of ships, was coming over 
the sea; and Rodomont, the most renowned of all the 
Algerian chiefs, had landed near Marseilles. Unless help 
should come soon, it seemed as if all France would fall 
into the hands of the Pagans. Charlemagne hastily 
gathered his hosts, and marched to meet the foe. With him 
were many of the bravest knights——Duke Namon, and 
Oliver, and Ogier the Dane, and Richard of Normandy. 
But Reinold of Montalban was in England, and Roland 
had not yet returned from the Danish adventure. The 
Christians and Saracens met face to face in a wooded 


valley between two mountains, and both sides began to 
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make ready for battle ; but the unbelievers outnumbered 
the Christians by two to one. 

“If Roland were only here,” said the Franks among 
themselves, all would go well with us. His presence 
would be worth more than a thousand men.” 

As the fray was about to begin, a fair lady was brought 
as a prisoner before King Charlemagne. It was Angelica, 
the Princess of Cathay. A scheming thief had stolen her 
magic ring, and carried it to Africa or to Spain; and it 
was insearch of this wonderful talisman that she had come 
again to the West. The king hastily commanded that the 
maiden should be closely guarded until after the battle; 
and he then turned him to the onset. 

Many were the deeds of valour on both sides, and never 
before had the peers of France fought so bravely. But to 
the Saracens the victory seemed, from the beginning, to be 
assured. Oliver was unhorsed ; Ogier was sorely beset by 
numbers of Moorish knights; Duke Namon was taken 
prisoner. Ganelon, the traitor and coward, giving up all 
for lost, turned and fled ingloriously from the field. The 
king himself was wounded, and with great difficulty saved 
himself from capture. The pagans were everywhere 
triumphant. 

“ Tf Roland or Reinold had been here, it would not have 
been so,” sadly said the defeated knights as they un- 
willingly withdrew from the fight. 

When the squires who had been left behind to guard 
the Princess Angelica learned that the day was lost, they 
mounted their horses, and fled in great disorder from the 
scene of battle. The maiden, finding herself free, also 
mounted a palfrey, and rode aimlessly away. 

She rode onward through the wood, trembling at every 
sound, and fearing to be overtaken by either Christian or 
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Moor, until she came at length to the bank of a deep and 
rapidly flowing river. Anxiously she rode up and down, 
seeking to find some shallow ford, or other means of cross- 
ing. While doing this, she was startled by seeing in the 
middle of the stream a tall knight, dark-browed and fierce, 
wading about as if in search of something lost in the water. 
The knight’s head was bare, and she rightly guessed that 
it was his helmet which he sought in the rushing river. 
She had seen that cruel, brutish face once before, and turn- 
ing her palfrey about, she again sought safety in the leafy 
shadows of the wood. 

It was the Moorish prince Ferrau. He had paused in 
his fierce pursuit of the vanquished Christians to quench 
his thirst from the river, and his helmet—the very one that 
he had stolen from the murdered Argalia of Cathay—had 
slipped from his head, and had fallen into the water. Vainly 
did he wade up and down, and dive beneath the surface, 
groping with hands and feet upon the slippery bottom. 
Then from an overhanging tree he broke a forked branch, 
and with it raked and dredged from shore to shore. No 
helmet could he find. He was about to give up the search, 
when a strange figure rose in the water before him. Only 
once had the fierce Moor known such a thing as fear. In 
the dreadful din of battle, with death before him and 
threatening foes on every side, he had never shrunk from 
danger. But now, at sight of that mysterious figure, he 
trembled in every limb, and the hair on his uncovered head 
stood out like the bristles of a porcupine. Never was 
knight so utterly horrified. It was a dim white figure like 
the light mist which sometimes hangs over river and 
meadow in the early morning twilight. But its shape was 
that of a man,—of a warrior in white armour, his head un- 
covered, his face beaming in the uncertain light of evening, 
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his right arm uplifted as if to threaten or to warn. To 
Ferrau this ghostly shape was none other than the spirit 
of Argalia, the Prince of Cathay, whom he had foully slain 
in the wood of Ardennes. He tried to fly from the spot ; 
but his feet were rooted to the ground, and the cold waters 
of the river seemed to hold him there. Then he saw that 
the figure held in its left hand the helmet which he had 
been seeking,—Argalia’s helmet,—dripping with water, 
and glittering brightly in the light of the rising moon. 

“Foul traitor!” said the spirit, “this helmet is none of 
thine, and nevermore shall it encase thy brutish head. If 
helmet thou wouldst have, go win it! Win Reinold’s, or 
the matchless Roland’s. Argalia will have his own.” 

Then the figure slowly melted away in the moonlight. 
And as Ferrau mounted his steed, and rode away from the 
scene of his fright, he vowed that nevermore should helmet 
touch his head until he had won, by fair means or by foul, 
the matchless casque of Roland. 


Meanwhile Roland was riding leisurely toward Paris. 
He had not yet heard of the Saracen invasion, and he knew 
not how greatly his presence was needed in the South. 
But messengers from Charlemagne met him on the road, 
and told him how the Saracens had landed on the southern 
coasts, and how, in the late battle, the French had been 
sorely defeated. “My warriors are altogether disheartened,” 
was the word they brought from Charlemagne. “They 
need Roland to lead them against the foe.” 

So Roland hurried forward with all haste to join the 
king. He stopped but an hour at Paris to see his mother, 
the Princess Bertha, and then, without further delay, he 
gave spur to Brigliadoro, and rode straight onward toward 
the Pyrenees. Not once during the day did he leave his 


* 


188 The Story of Roland 


saddle ; and at night, whether he reposed in the castle of 
some friendly baron, or whether he lay down to sleep in 
some lonely wood, he did not remove his armour. And 
the good people along his route came out and blessed him. 
“ Now will the arms of Charlemagne prevail,” said they ; 
“for Roland rides to the rescue.” And many who through 
fear had fled from their homes took fresh heart when they 
saw the gallant hero ; and they turned back again, resolved 
to fight bravely for their country as long as their lives 
were spared. 

One day, as Roland was crossing a plain at the foot of 
a range of mountains, an unexpected sight met his view. 
High on the top of a steep mountain crag, seemingly among 
the clouds, he saw a beautiful and strangely built castle. 
The battlements and towers gleamed in the sunlight like 
burnished steel, and it seemed hardly possible that any 
creature without wings could scale the steep heights upon 
which the airy fortress was built. As our hero paused, and 
admired the strange structure, and wondered by what 
pathway it might be reached, he fancied that he heard a 
cry of distress near at hand. Spurring his horse forward 
towards the place whence the sound came, he was surprised 
to see an armed knight riding leisurely across the plain 
in the direction of the castle. Before him, lying across the 
pommel of the saddle, the knight held a captive maiden, 
who struggled and wept, and called out loudly for help. 
The cries of helpless innocence never fell in vain on Roland’s 
ears; and, no matter whether they came from the lips of 
a princess or those of a peasant, he was equally quick and 
ready to rush to the rescue. Roland fancied that the 
maiden looked strangely like Angelica, the Princess of 
Cathay. He called to the felon knight who carried her, 
and bade him stop. But the more he called, the faster did 
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the stranger urge onward his steed. Swiftly across the plain 
flew Brigliadoro in pursuit; but the knight held on his. 
way, and was not to be overtaken. 

Up the steep mountain side, along pathways narrow and 
rough, pursued and pursuer climbed; and, ere he was 
aware, Roland found himself inside the narrow courtyard of 
the castle. The place was one of rare richness and beauty, 
and more like the palaces of the Far East than the warlike 
fortresses of the Goths and Franks. The walls were built 
of granite, the yard was paved with marble, the great gates 
were of gold, and the doors were of steel inlaid with ivory : 
the towers and battlements were plated with polished steel. 
A very magician’s castle it was, perched on the topmost 
crag of the mountain, and almost seeming to hang suspended 
in the air. At the door of the great hall, the knight dis- 
mounted; and, leaving Brigliadoro behind, he stalked boldly 
into the inmost palace, still intent on finding the felon 
knight, and setting his fair captive free. Through hallway 
and chamber and spacious kitchen he passed, calling loudly, 
but receiving no answer save the hollow echoes of his own 
voice. Then to the upper rooms he climbed, and to every 
chamber and balcony. 

Rich and fair were all the appointments in this strong- 
hold. The ceilings were high and bright ; the walls were 
hung with richest curtains, and adorned with finest tapestry ; 
the floors were hidden beneath soft carpets such as were 
known only in Persia and in the remotest lands of the 
Saracens ; the beds were of the softest down, and curtained 
with cloth-of-gold and the rarest blue silk, Yet Roland 
stopped not to admire this richness and beauty. He climbed 
to the tops of the towers, he went down into the cellars, 
and even into the dungeons beneath the prison tower ; but 
not a human being did he see or hear. He wondered why 
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a palace so richly furnished should be empty of inhabitants. 
It angered him to think that those who lived in the castle 
were doubtless skulking slyly in some secret hiding-place, 
and watching every movement that he made. He called 
out again, more loudly than before; he challenged, he 
threatened ; yet no one answered. 

At last, finding that the search was a vain one, he went 
again into the courtyard, and remounted Brigliadoro. He 
would give up this useless quest, and hasten upon his 
journey. What was his surprise and anger to find the 
great gates closed and barred! Furiously he shook them, 
calling to the porter to unfasten them and let him go. 
Still not a man could he see or hear. Finally he again 
dismounted, and went by another way into the palace. 
He fancied that he heard the sound of voices. He looked 
into the banquet room, and there, seated at the table, were 
a score of armed knights, loudly talking while they feasted. 
He found upon inquiry that they, like himself, had been 
entrapped in this strange place; and none of them knew 
who was lord of the castle, or where he had hidden him- 
self. Yet all had some charge of villany to prefer against 
their unknown host. One complained that he had stolen 
his steed ; another, that he had treacherously taken his 
arms ; another, that he had imprisoned a near and dear 
friend, or carried away his lady-love. All were raging 
with anger and disappointment; and all were equally 
thirsting for revenge. 

Among the knights were some of the bravest Saracen 
chiefs—fierce Ferrau the Spanish Moor, Sacripant the 
Circassian king, Gradasso the king of Sericane, and a noble 
Moorish youth named Roger. But such was the witchery 
of the magician who had entrapped them in this cage, that 
the warriors did not know each other, nor did they care 
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to know. They only thought of the vile deception which 
had brought them there, and joined in forming plans to 
escape. Then, when their anger began to cool, they wisely 
concluded to make the best of their strange imprisonment, 
hoping that it would not last long. They amused them- 
selves at quiet games in the hall; they listened to sweet 
strains of music played by unseen hands; they engaged 
in manly feats of arms in the narrow courtyard ; they sat 
at table in the banquet hall, and feasted on choice viands 
brought to them by speechless attendants, Yet they never 
laid off their armour, nor put aside their arms, And their 
steeds stood always in the stables, saddled and bridled, 
and ready, on a moment’s notice, to be mounted and 
ridden away. 

Day after day passed by, and, for aught they knew, weeks 
and months, and the captive knights found no means by 
which they could break away from their enchanted prison. 
Nor could they have escaped at all, had not help come to 
them from without. And now, that we may learn how this 
help was brought, we must leave them for a while, and visit 
other scenes, and become acquainted with personages whom 
we have not yet met. 


ADVENTURE XX 


Bradamant the Warrior Maiden 


HEN the Princess Angelica fled from the Moor 

\ \ | she many times lamented the loss of her magic 

ring, which would have enabled her to bid de- 

fiance to all danger. Her chief thought now was to keep 

away from all human beings, and for a day and a night, 

and half the following day, she wandered through dark and 

dreary woods, or across barren and lonely moorlands, 

shrinking from every sound, and affrighted even by the 
rustling of the leaves. 

At noon on the second day, the princess found her- 
self so wearied with her long flight, and so overcome by 
the heat, that she could go no further. She was close to 
a thicket of flowering hawthorns and wild-rose bushes, over- 
shadowed by tall oak trees. Socool and secluded was the 
place, that it seemed to invite her to stop and rest. Down 
from the saddle she sprang among the untrodden flowers ; 
and she gently removed the bridle from her faithful palfrey’s 
head, and turned him loose to graze along the river’s bank. 
Then, within the thicket, she found a pleasant bower, where 
the leaves and twigs were so interlaced that the light of 
day could scarcely struggle through; and there on a bed 
of moss and flowers, the over-wearied maiden sank down 
and sought repose. On either side of the thicket a brook- 
let strayed, singing a pleasant lullaby as it murmured over 
the pebbles ; and the gentle zephyr stole through the leaves 
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and branches, and lovingly kissed the maiden’s cheek, and 
told her of happier and more peaceful climes. Scarcely 
had she touched her woodland couch, when her eyes closed 
_ in slumber ; and she forgot her terror and her flight and 
her great weariness, and dreamed only of her palace home 
in the sunrise land of Cathay. 

How long the princess slept, I cannot tell. But when 
she awoke, she fancied that she heard the tramp of a horse 
not far from her resting place. It was not the light tread 
of her palfrey, but sounded more like the heavy step of a 
war steed. She arose softly, and peeped through the leaves 
and branches. An armed knight sat by the river’s bank, 
while his steed stood cropping the grass close by. In 
doleful mood seemed this knight; his head was resting 
upon his hand ; his eyes were downcast and sad. Long 
time sat he there, silent and thoughtful: and then he be- 
gan to bewail some cruel mishap that had overtaken him. 

“Ah, me!” cried he. “ How false and cruel is fortune ! 
What avails the victory that we have won, when the hopes 
that were nearest my heart have come to naught? Better 
would it have been had I died on the field of battle.” 

The speaker was none other than Sacripant, king of 
Circassia. He had come from the East for love of 
Angelica, whom he now bewailed as utterly lost to him, 
for he had received tidings that she had been taken captive 
by her infidel foes. 

His love was in no wise returned by Angelica, but in 
her forlorn condition she was glad to find one who could 
protect her. Accordingly she issued forth from her forest 
bower, and greatly delighted was the Circassian, although 
at first he regarded her with terror as an apparition from 
the world of spirits. 

Then the two sat down together on the grassy bank, 
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and talked of plans for the future; and they resolved that 
they would forever quit the land of France, where both 
had met only with disappointments, and together hasten 
back to Cathay. 

While they were yet talking, a noise was heard in the 
wood close by,—the sound of tramping feet and clanging 
armour. Sacripant, not knowing whether it was a friend 
or a foe, at once donned his helmet, mounted his steed, and 
placed his lance in rest. A single knight, clad in steel, 
came threading his way through the wood. He wore over 
his armour a snow-white mantle bordered with ermine ; 
above his helmet there waved a large white plume; and 
the steed which he rode was the colour of milk. His shield, 
too, was white, and on it were emblazoned the arms of 
Montalban. When Sacripant saw that it was a Christian 
who approached, he challenged him at once to engage in 
deadly combat. The stranger was no whit alarmed by the 
overbearing mood and tone of the Circassian. He said 
not a word in answer, but quietly laid his lance in rest, 
and made ready for the onset. Both knights struck spurs 
at the same moment, and, with the fury of untamed lions, 
rushed toward each other. The lances of both were broken 
in twain ; and, as each struck the other, the earth seemed 
to tremble beneath them, and the woods and hills rang with 
the sound. The Circassian’s horse fell dead upon the 
ground; and the White Knight’s steed was brought to its 
knees. Sacripant was so entangled in the trappings of his 
horse, and so weighted down with his armour, that it was 
some time before he could gain his feet. But the stranger, 
deeming that he had done enough for his own honour’s 
sake, touched his horse gently with the spur, and rode 
carelessly away. Nota word did he say, nor did he glance 
once back to the place where the discomfited Pagan lay. 
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The White Knight was none other than Bradamant, the 
sister of Reinold of Montalban, of whom we are now to 
hear more. Pursuing her way, the warrior maiden came to 
a road which wound round the base of a steep mountain. 
Here was a very pleasant place, overshadowed with oaks 
and twining vines, and looking out upon the quiet green 
orchards and vineyards in the valley below. A fountain 
of water, clear and cold, gushed out from among the rocks ; 
and Bradamant dismounted to drink. But, just as she 
was raising her helment, she saw a stranger sitting in the 
shade close by. He seemed to be a knight, young, sad- 
eyed, and melancholy ; and the shallow smile which played 
about his lips betrayed his kinship to the house of Ganelon 
of Mayence. His horse was tethered, not far away, to the 
low-hanging branches of a beech; and his shield and 
helmet were cast carelessly upon the ground at his feet. 
Curious to know the cause of the stranger’s sadness, Brada- 
mant kindly asked him what mishap had brought those 
tears into his eyes, that look of woe into his face. 

“Fair sir,’ said the sorrowful knight, “my name is 
Pinabel. I loved a maiden fairer than dream can picture, 
gentler than words can describe. And she, I am sure, 
thought well of me. One day, as we sauntered happily 
along the banks of the Rhone, a strange shadow crossed 
our path, We looked up; and to our great amazement 
we saw a winged horse circling like an eagle high in the 
air above us. Round and round he soared, now rising 
among the clouds, now sinking to a level with the treetops, 
and seeming merely to amuse himself. Then all at once, 
like a falcon let loose from the wrist, or an arrow shot from 
the bow, he darted down upon us. Before I could cry out, 
or hinder, he had seized the maiden and was bearing her 
away to his mountain eyrie. Vain was it to try to save 
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her. He carried her over the dark and barren valleys, and 
the rough hill-country of the Pyrenees. There, in the 
midst of the caverned mountains, is a fair and wondrous 
castle planted on a top of a craggy rock, and shining in 
the sunlight like a beacon fire. Men say that it was built 
by a mountain sprite, and that a Moorish magician keeps 
it, and that the winged horse is but a servant who does his 
bidding. All round are horrid cliffs, and giddy precipices, 
and dark gorges, and roaring torrents; nor can one find 
the least sign or trace of a pathway to this robber’s nest. 
It was thither that the winged steed carried the hapless 
maiden.” 

“ But followed you not the monster to his den? ” asked 
Bradamant. 

“JT did,’ answered Pinabel. “But of what avail is it to 
contend with a sorcerer? Six days I rode around the 
mountain, eyeing the prison towers to which no wingless 
creature ever climbed, and daring their wizard lord to meet 
me in combat on the plain. But the robber stayed close 
in his mountain keep, and sallied not forth at my call. 
Then there came one day into the valley two noble knights, 
who, like me, had been bereft of that which they held 
most dear. One was Gradasso, the Pagan king of 
Sericane ; and the other looked strangely like Roger, the 
pride of the Moorish court. Boldly they rode across the 
plain, and halted not until they reached the foot of the 
tall cliffs. Then Gradasso blew his bugle until the whole 
valley rang, and the rocks and crags seemed to tremble 
with the sound. And soon afterward I saw the winged 
horse, with the wizard on his back, leap from the steel- 
bright tower above. Upward, at first, he sprang, and 
higher and higher he soared, until he seemed a mere speck 
in the sky. Then, like a well-trained falcon, he shot 
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straight down upon his prey. I heard a swooping, whizz- 
ing sound in the air above me. I closed my eyes, and 
fell to the earth ; for I dared not look upon so fearful a 
combat. When at length all was quiet again, I raised my 
eyes, and saw the wizard seated on his steed, and holding 
a prisoner in either hand, calmly returning to his castle 
home.” 

-Bradamant listened with great interest to Pinabel’s 
story, and she besought him to lead her to the place where 
this wonderful castle stood. She would give battle to the 
wizard, she said; she would free the prisoners whom he 
held in durance there; she would restore to Pinabel the 
maiden whom he had lost. The sad-eyed knight readily 
agreed, but he felt not at all hopeful of the result. 

“Tf you wish to risk these dangers,” said he, “ it matters 
nothing to me. You will challenge the cunning wizard ; 
he will swoop down upon you ere you can raise a finger ; 
he will take you under his arm, and carry you gently to 
his prison house. Yet am I ready to do your bidding.” 

Then the knight mounted his steed, and the two rode 
onward together. But the traitorous Pinabel had noted 
the arms of Montalban emblazoned on the white shield of 
Bradamant, and he began to plan in his mind how he 
might betray and kill her. For many a league they rode, 
over rocky hills, and through wooded valleys until the sun 
went down, and darkness began to settle around them. 

“It would be well,” said Pinabel, “to seek some place 
of shelter from the night, and the storm which I see is 
brewing. I know of a peasant’s cot, just over the ridge of 
this mountain, where I have often rested, and found a 
hearty welcome. Let us ride to it by the nearest way.” 

So saying, he left the beaten road, and spurred his 
horse up the rough side of the mountain. He hoped to 
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lose the White Knight in the thick wood which crowned 
its top, or lead her unawares over the side of some high 
precipice. But Bradamant kept close behind him, and 
foiled all his wicked plans ; for, to tell the truth, she had 
little faith in this sad-eyed kinsman of Ganelon. 

Just after passing the crest of the mountain, the two 
knights were surprised at seeing a light streaming up as 
it were from the ground. On drawing nearer, they found 
that it came from the bottom of a well-like cavern,—a 
great cleft in the rock,—whose steep, smooth sides des- 
cended sheer twenty yards and more. Pinabel was the 
first to dismount and look over the edge of the chasm. 

“Ah, me!” cried he as if in great surprise. “ What 
villany is this I see?” 

The warrior maiden, eager to know the meaning of his 


words, leaped from her horse and ran to look down into 


the cavern. But she saw nothing save the smooth walls 
of polished rock, and a narrow door at the bottom, through 
which streamed a flood of light as from a torch. She 
asked Pinabel what he had seen. 

“T saw,” said he, “a most beautiful damsel, clad in the 
garb of a princess, trying in vain to scale those slippery 
walls. And while I looked, a fierce ruffian, who seemed 
to be her jailer, seized her rudely, and dragged her back 
through the narrow door into the inner cave.” 

“If I had any means of reaching her, I would save 
her,” said Bradamant earnestly. “Ah! what would I not 
give for a rope, a ladder, some way of seag down to 
the bottom of this well!” 

She glanced around her. An elm tree, tall and straight 
grew on the brink of the cave. It would be but an easy 
matter to make a ladder, she thought. So with her sword 
she cut down the longest, straightest branch, and shaped 
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and trimmed it to suit her wishes. Yet, when she thrust 
this rudely-made ladder into the cave, she found that it 
lacked several feet of reaching the bottom. 

“Do you hold on to the upper end,” said she to Pinabel, 

“and I will climb down. I may at least get low enough 
to peep through the door, and see what is going on in the 
inner cave.” 
_ The treacherous fellow seemed very willing to do her 
bidding ; but she had not climbed far when he suddenly 
let go of the branch, and plunged the helpless Bradamant 
down to the bottom of the great well. Had not the stout 
elm branch broken her fall, the warrior maiden would 
have been killed outright. As it was, she lay for some 
time, stunned and helpless, upon the hard stone floor ; 
while the wretched Pinabel, chuckling withdelight, mounted 
his steed and rode away. 

“Only too gladly,” said he to himself, “would I hurl 
Reinold and all his kin of Montalban down into the same 
deep grave.” 

When Bradamant recovered her senses and arose, she 
saw that the door which led into the inner cave was still 
open ; and the bright light which she had seen from above 
now shone full into her face. Without fear or hesitation, 
she passed boldly through the narrow entrance-way, and 
came soon into a large, well-lighted chamber. This place 
seemed to be an underground temple, roomy and square, 
with vaulted roof upheld by fluted columns of marble and 
alabaster. In front of the central altar was a large lamp, 
whose clear-burning flame lighted up all the space around, 
and shone through the passage way and the door into the 
well-like entrance beyond. The warrior maiden, in thank- 
fulness for her delivery from death, and touched by the 
softening influences of the place, knelt before the altar and 
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prayed. But, ere the prayer was finished, a secret wicket 
in the wall opened silently, and a weird woman, barefooted, 
and with dishevelled hair, entered the room. 

“ Ah, Bradamant,” said she, “you have come at last! 
Long have we waited for you, yet we knew that you would 
not fail us.” 

“Where am I?” asked Bradamant, rising. “And who 
are you, who seem to know me so well?” 

“My name is Melissa,’ answered the woman. “Men 
sometimes call me Melissa the witch. The temple in 
which you are was built by Merlin, the great wizard in the 
days of King Arthur. You have heard how he was out- 
witted by the Lady of the Lake, and how he laid himself 
down in a cavern cell, and could never rise again? This 
is the cavern. And in the innermost chamber he still lies, 
not dead, but sleeping ; and his voice still foretells the 
doom of those who come to consult him. Would you 
see the place where lies this ancient seer? Come with 
me.” 

Then the weird woman led Bradamant through a long, 
dark passageway, to the chamber in which the sage Merlin 
reposed. The bed, or tomb, in which he lay, was built of 
marble and red jasper and many precious stones, and shone 
like a sunbeam in the darkness. And the room was paved 
with rich gems; the ceiling was covered with gold; the 
walls were hung with the rarest tapestry. Bradamant 
trembled with awe as she gazed around upon this strange 
scene. She wondered why it was that the Fates, against 
whose decrees no man may struggle, had brought her hither. 
She wondered if it were true that Merlin still lived, and if 
he would vouchsafe to tell what fortunes were held in store 
for her. She was about to speak, when a voice solemn 
and grand was heard, coming as it were from the tomb. 
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“Brave warrior maiden,” said the voice, “may all thy 
dearest wishes have fulfilment!” 

Long the wizard talked with her, urging her not to give 
up the undertaking she had begun. And he promised 
her that in the end she should be the most favoured of 
women, the mother of kings and heroes as noble as those 
of ancient Rome. 

Then Melissa led the warrior maiden back into the 
chapel; and the two sat down, and talked long hours 
together concerning the -deeds of the past and the things 
which were still to betide. And the weird woman said, 
“Tf thou art still intent on the quest of the winged horse 
and his master, and the steel-bright mountain fortress where 
they dwell, it were well that thou shouldst know their 
history.” And then she told this story to Bradamant. 


THE STORY 


In the first place, you must know that old Atlantes, the 
wizard who built the fortress of which we are speaking, is 
one of the most knowing of sorcerers, and that he has a 
nephew named Roger, who is the bravest and noblest of the 
Moérish princes. Years ago, when Roger was but a child, 
the old wizard opened the book of fate, and read, much to 
his sorrow, that the boy was destined in early manhood to 
leave his home and his kindred, and the friends who had 
cherished him, and ally himself with their Christian foes. 
Then Atlantes began to plan how he might fight against 
the Fates. By his magic arts he built in a day and a 
night that mountain stronghold ; and he adorned it with 
everything that is pleasant or beautiful, and placed in it 
everything that would amuse the young prince whose prison- 
home it wasto be. And he brought wise men from foreigts 
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lands to teach the boy, and minstrels from north and south 
to while away the tedious hours with music. And, as Roger 
grew into young manhood, the bravest knights and the 
fairest ladies were enticed into the castle, and there im- 
prisoned to keep him company. “ His life,” said the old 
wizard, “ shall be as pleasant and as gay as it is possible for 
the life of a prisoner to be. But, whatever the Fates may 
say, he shall not leave his kin, nor shall he become a 
Christian.” 

At about this time Agramant, the king of Africa, began 
to think of invading France. Very bitter did he feel toward 
Charlemagne for wrongs which his people had suffered ; 
very greatly did he covet the vine-clad hills of Gascony. 
He called his wise men around him, and they discussed 
their plans together. 

“There is but one way by which you can succeed 
against the Franks,” said the oldest of his counsellors. 
“You must enlist under your banner young Roger, the 
Prince of Morocco. He will prove a host within himself ; 
and, without his help, you will fail.” 

“But how are we to get him?” asked Agramant. 
“You know how zealously his old uncle guards him in his 
steel-clad castle among the Pyrenees. No one can go in 
or out of that castle; and the wizard, with his winged 
horse and his magic, is as much to be feared as an army of 
Christians. Indeed, it would be easier to conquer Charle- 
magne single-handed than to take Roger from his uncle.” 

“To do this,” said the wise man, “you must oppose 
magic with magic.” 

“You speak in riddles,” answered the king. “ Explain 
yourself.” 

“You have heard of Angelica, the fair Princess of 
Cathay ?” asked the wise man. 
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The king nodded. 

“You have doubtless also heard that she wears a magic 
ring on her finger, and that this ring, placed between her 
lips, makes her invisible to the sight of men?” 

The king nodded again. 

“Well, then, you must get possession of that ring.” 

The king flew into a great passion. “You trifle with 
me!” he cried. “You set me a task,—yes, two of them. 
I ask you how I am to outwit and overcome Charlemagne. 
You answer by telling me to enlist Prince Roger in my 
army, and to get possession of Angelica’s ring, either of 
which is harder than fighting all the kings in Christendom. 
Should I ask you how I am to get the ring, you would 
answer by telling me to do some other task equally 
impossible.” 

“ Not so, great king,” was the humble answer. “You 
have here in your court the greatest thief in the world, the 
dwarf Brunello. It is well known that you would like to 
rid yourself of him, and that you would have done so long 
ago if he had not had a charmed life. Send him to Cathay, 
and offer him, in case he can steal the magic ring for you, 
the governorship of one of your outlying provinces. If he 
fail; you will have good riddance of him ; for he can never 
come back. If he succeed, it will still be well; for, being 
made governor, he will steal from his subjects, and not from 
you.” 

The king was pleased with the wise man’s advice, and 
he forthwith sent Brunello on his mission to Cathay. He © 
promised him, that, if he came safely back with the ring, 
he should have the rich province of Tingitana for his own. 
Now, the dwarf was somewhat of a magician himself; and 
he had but little trouble in reaching Albracca, and steal- 
ing the ring from the finger of the princess while she slept. 


204 The Story of Roland 


He then turned his steps to the West, intent upon trying 
the powers of the ring against the wizard skill of Atlantes. 


“ And now,” said Melissa to Bradamant, “if you would 
outwit Atlantes, and overthrow the magic castle wherein 
are imprisoned the bravest knights and the fairest ladies 
of France, you must get possession of Angelica’s ring ere 
Brunello has tested its powers.” 

“ How is that to be done?” asked Bradamant. 

“To-morrow,” answered the weird woman, “I will lead 
you out of this cavern, and show you the road which you 
shall take. Follow it until you reach the seashore and a 
little inn, where you will meet the dwarf Brunello. You 
will readily know him, for an uglier little being never called 
himself a man. Make some excuse to go with him on his 
way, but do not touch him until you are in sight of the 
high towers of the wizard’s castle.” 

Much more did the gentle Melissa whisper in the warrior 
maiden’s ear; and all night long they sat in that quiet 
cave temple, talking of the bright future, and the glorious 
possibilities which Merlin had promised to the true and 
great-hearted Bradamant. And at the earliest break of 
day the weird woman led her guest through a long, dark 
gallery, out of the cave temple, into a narrow glen deep 
hidden between two mountains. 

All day they travelled on foot through narrow gorges, 
and by the side of roaring torrents, and beneath frowning 
precipices, until at eventide they came to the sea anda 
broad highway that followed the shore. Here Melissa 
bade the warrior maiden godspeed, and Bradamant went 
fearlessly onward, until, late in the evening, she came to a 
little roadside inn. Brunello, a hideous little man, hunch- 
backed and misshapen, and uglier than pen can describe, 
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was there, as Melissa had said, and Bradamant lost no time 
in making his acquaintance. But the wily thief, who 
supposed he was talking to one of Charlemagne’s warriors, 
was on his guard, and answered her questions with many 
cunning falsehoods. He told her that he was a poor 
labourer driven by the ruthless Saracens from his home in 
Gascony ; and that he was now on his way to Charlemagne 
to lend the king what little aid he could in driving the 
invaders from the land. Then he, in turn, questioned 
Bradamant concerning her name, her home, and her kins- 
folk. But the warrior maiden met guile with guile, and 
answered him with many a feigned story; her eyes, the 
while, glancing cautiously toward his hand to assure herself 
that the magic ring was indeed there. 
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The Winged Horse of the Pyrenees 


ARLY the following morning Bradamant was awak- 
HK ened by hearing a great noise in the courtyard of 
the inn. She quickly donned her armour and ran 

to see what was the cause of the disturbance. The host 
and all his family were gazing upward as if at some 
wonderful thing in the heavens. Every one about the 
house seemed greatly excited, and all were talking and 
shouting and gesticulating in the wildest manner possible. 
Sailing serenely through the air above them, and make- 
ing his way toward the west, was the wonderful winged 
horse. His wings were very broad, and, as the rays of the 
rising sun fell upon them, they seemed coloured with every 
hue of the rainbow. Upon his back sat a knight clad in 
glittering armour, and holding an open book in his hand. 
And so rapid was the flight of the strange animal, that in 
a few moments he was lost to sight among the far-off 


_ clouds and mountain tops. 


“Ts there any one here,” said Bradamant, “ who will guide 
me to the eyrie of yonder mountain steed?” 

“ May it please you, sir knight,” spoke the dwarf very 
quickly, “I myself will show you the way. I have herea 
little book in which the road is set down and the whole 
country described. I shall only be too glad to serve you.” 

-Bradamant thanked him very kindly, and the two began 


at once to make ready for the journey. As the White 
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Knight had no steed of her own, she bargained with the 
host for a palfrey which he had to sell,—a light-footed 
creature, well suited to the road, but ill-fitted for the 
combat. And, before the sun was very high, the knight 
and the dwarf bade their friends at the inn good-bye, and 
set out on their dangerous venture. Bradamant, clad in 
her white armour, and bearing a long lance and the white 
emblazoned shield of Montalban, rode erect and proud as 
any peer of the realm: while the dwarf, with becoming 
humility, followed at some distance, riding upon a mule. 
Through a deep valley they passed, and over rugged hills, 
and through untrodden woods, until they reached the foot 
of the snowy mountains. With many a mishap and 
many a weary turn, they climbed the rocky slopes, and 
came to that place where one may look down and see on 
one side Spain, on the other the fair fields of France. 
Then, following a narrow path, they painfully wended 
their way down, and came at last to a broad, low plain, 
from which glancing upward to the craggy slopes on the 
farther side of the valley, they saw the wizard’s air-built 
castle. The bright towers of steel could be plainly seen, 
glinting and glistening in the sunlight, but so high that 
the ‘neighbouring cliffs seemed left far below. 

Bradamant knew that the time had come for her to take 
the magic ring. So, while the dwarf gazed in rapt wonder 
at the high-built towers, she suddenly seized his hands, and 
slipped the precious ring from his finger. Next she lifted 
him from his mule, and with strong cords bound him to a 
neighbouring tree. The poor dwarf, with tears and groans 
and piteous cries, begged her to set him free. But she 
knew the cunning thief too well, and stayed not to listen 
to his plea. Leisurely adown the hillside she rode, until 
she reached the treeless meadow close under the castle ; 
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then pausing, she raised her bugle to her lips, and blew a 
shrill blast, the sound of which was echoed from cliff to 
cliff, and from valley to valley, until both earth and sky 
seemed to ring. And, ere the sound had died away, the 
winged courser, with his master on his back, leaped from 
the shining towers above, and soared leisurely up into 
mid-air. Then slowly he began to settle toward the 
earth, circling down, nearer and nearer to the fearless 
warrior maiden. Bradamant saw that the wizard carried 
neither lance, nor sword, nor other weapon, but that on 
his left arm he bore a small round shield covered with 
crimson silk, and in his right hand was the open book from 
which he seemed to be always reading. 

Bradamant now thrust with her lance at the wizard’s 
silk-covered shield which he held before him; but every 
stroke glanced harmlessly aside. At last, growing tired 
of this, she dismounted from her palfrey, and drew her 
sword, whereupon the wizard began to lift the silken cover 
from his shield. Bradamant had learned from Melissa 
what sort of shield this was. The magic light which shone 
from its polished sides had power to blind, disarm, and 
overthrow all who looked upon it; but such was the 
virtue of Angelica’s magic ring, that it rendered its wearer 
proof against such enchantments. 

With the ring tightly clasped in her left hand, and her 
sword in her right, Bradamant went boldly forward to 
meet her foe ; but, as the shining shield was laid bare, she 
closed her eyes, as if overcome by its glare, and fell to the 
ground, The wizard hastily brought his steed to earth, 
and replacing the crimson covering of his magic shield, he 
hung it upon the pommel of his saddle and dismounted. 
He then drew forth a stout cord, thinking to bind his 
captive. To his astonishment, however, Bradamant 
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suddenly sprang to her feet, and ere the wizard could 
recover from his surprise she had bound him fast with his 
own cord, 

Atlantes now besought his captor to slay him, since life 
was no longer worth living, but Bradamant compelled him 
to show the way into the enchanted castle and to divulge 
his most cherished secrets. Great was the power of 
Angelica’s ring, and when the warrior maiden had been 
shown the mysteries of that haunted place the old man, in 
despair at his wretched situation, cast the magic vessels 
of his craft one by one over the precipitous walls into 
the depths below. Then a wondrous thing befell. The 
fairy castle, with its steel-bright walls, and its tall 
towers, and its broad battlements, and pleasant halls, and 
narrow courtyard, and golden gate, faded into nothingness ; 
and in its place was a bleak and cheerless mountain cave, 
through which the cold winds whistled and shrieked, and 
in which there was neither light, nor comfort, nor aught 
that could give pleasure or delight. And out through 
the rocky cave mouth where erst had stood the golden 
gates, there passed in long procession the prisoners who 
had been entrapped in the wizard’s toils. As they came 
out they gazed around in utter amazement, not knowing 
where they were, nor remembering aught of that which 
had happened to them. There were all the noblest chiefs 
of Paynimry,—Roger the Moorish prince, for whose sake 
all this witchery had been planned ; and Ferrau the dark- 
browed Moor, wearing no helmet; and Gradasso of 
Sericane. There, too, were Roland, and Astolpho of 
England, and a great host of noblemen and warriors of 
lesser note. Then came ladies and fair young damsels, 
and last of all came Angelica, the matchless Princess of 
Cathay, who, with Sacripant, had also been entrapped into 
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the wizard’s prison-house. And as the sad, glad, 
bewildered company wound round the rugged hill in their 
slow and difficult descent to the plain, Bradamant thought 
that never in the world had there been seen a nobler and 
more varied array of valour and of beauty. She turned 
to speak to the old wizard; but he had disappeared and 
was never seen of man again. 


ADVENTURE XXII 


How Roland lost his Helmet 


OLAND did not know how long he had been 
R confined in the wizard’s castle. The whole affair 
was to him but a dim remembrance, a vague and 
shadowy dream. Now that he was free to go where he 
pleased, he turned his horse’s head toward the east, and 
hurried forward, hoping within a short time to join the 
hosts of Charlemagne. He had not gone far, however, 
when he was overtaken by two knights, who, like himself, 
had just escaped from the prison-towers of Atlantes, and 
were on their way back to the scene of war. They were 
Sacripant the Circassian king, and Ferrau the dark-browed 
Moor. But the eyes of the three knights had been so 
blinded by the wizard’s enchantments, that they still did 
not know each other. ; 

“Who are you?” cried Ferrau, riding furiously down 
upon Roland. “ Turn back, or take another road!” 

Roland was angered at the words and the tone of the 
Moor ; and, turning himself about, he answered, “ Fellow, 
were it not that thy head is bare, I would soon teach thee 
who has the best right to this road. Turn back thyself, 
or else ride on in peace.” — 

“Trouble not thyself on account of my bare head,” said 
Ferrau. “Iam well able to take care of it,as I will show 
thee if thou move not out of my way!” 

“ Friend,” said Roland to Sacripant, who had just ridden 
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up, “I pray thee lend this fellow thy helmet. I would 
fain teach him something of knightly courtesy.” 

“Dost thou take me for a fool?” asked Sacripant. 
“Whose head would then be bare? Lend him thine own 
helmet, or hush this pother.” 

Then Ferrau, fairly boiling with rage, cried out, “ Fools 
are ye both! As if I might not help myself to a helmet 
if I wished. But I have sworn to go bareheaded until I 
win the matchless casque of Roland. No other helmet 
shall ever touch my head.” 

“TI warrant,” said our hero, smiling, “that, wert thou to 
meet the knight of whom thou speakest, thy very knees 
would quake with fear, and thou wouldst not only forego 
the helmet, but wouldst gladly buy thy life with thy other 
arms.” 

At this Ferrau began to boast that it would be mere 
child’s play to win the helmet from the much over-rated 
hero. 

“Thou brutish braggart,” cried Roland, no longer able 
to hold himself, “know that I am he of whom thou speakest! 
Now see if thou hast the might to take the helmet from 
me.” And with these words he lifted the fair casque from 
his head, and hung it upon the branch of a spreading 
beech, at the same time drawing the dread blade Durandal, 
and calling upon Ferrau to defend himself. 

Long and fiercely did the two heroes fight. Their swords 
flashed hither and thither like the lightning’s play. Their 
shields were bruised and dinted in many a place, and yet 
neither seemed to get the better of the other. Meantime 
Sacripant stopped not to see the issue of the combat, but 
rode onward, caring little which of the knights should be — 
the victor. 

Now, it happened that the Princess Angelica had taken 
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the same road ; and as she came near to the scene of com- 
bat, and heard the clashing of swords, and the ringing of 
shields, she felt curious to know who it was that fought 
thus furiously. The thick undergrowth of shrubs and the 
leafy branches of the great beech hid her from the sight of 
the busy combatants ; and, without fear of being seen, she 
paused, and watched the conflict. She saw the glittering 
helmet hanging from the bough above her, and she under- 
stood at once what the fighting was about. The fierce 
Moor, she resolved, should not have the casque, even though 
he should be the victor. So, while the knights were occupied 
by their angry strife, she quietly secured the helmet, then, 
turning her palfrey about, she galloped away toward 
Marseilles. 

It was long ere either of the knights noticed the loss of 
the prize. Ferrau was the first to turn his eyes toward 
the spot where it had hung. 

“ Fools that we are!” he cried, “to fight thus blindly, 
while the knave who rode hither with us carries the rich 
prize away.” 

With these words he set spurs to his steed and galloped 
madly off in the direction which Sacripant had taken. 
Roland, who shared his suspicions, followed at his heels, 
until coming to a place where two roads met the erstwhile 
combatants parted company. 

All day long did Roland urge forward his wearied steed, 
without so much as the most distant glimpse of the Cir- 
cassian ; nor was he destined for many a month to recover 
the gleaming helmet which he so greatly prized. 

Far different was the fortune of Ferrau. He had not 
ridden far upon the road which he had taken when he was 
amazed to see the coveted helmet hanging on a branch by the 
side of the way. With a hoarse cry of delight he sprang 
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forward, and seized it in his hands; and, as he did so, he 
caught a glimpse of Angelica fleeing, like a frightened 
deer, through the forest. Well pleased was the fierce Ferrau. 
The matchless helmet of Roland was at last his own. What 
cared he now for the success of the Pagan arms in France. 
He turned his horse about, and with his swarthy head 
encased in the long-wished-for casque, he rode back 
leisurely toward Spain. 

As for Angelica, I have not space to tell you of her 
further adventures, and of how she regained possession of 
her ring. Full glad was she when at last she was able 
to place the magic circlet between her pearly teeth, and 
to breathe the wish which, quick as light, transported her 
to loved Cathay. 


ADVENTURE XXIII 


The Battle 


EANTIME Charlemagne was hard beset by his 
M Pagan foes. Great, indeed, was the peril of 
the Franks. The enemy, under Marsilius and 
Agramant of Africa, hemmed them in on every side: they 
shut them up within the city walls, and battered at the city 
gates. All France was in distress : all Christendom seemed 
in danger. Where now were the heroes upon whose valour 
and strength the hosts of Charlemagne were wont to rely ? 
The faithful Roland was a helpless prisoner still in the 
mountain keep of old Atlantes, Oliver was sick from a 
grievous wound, and unable to leave his chamber. Ogier 
the Dane had fallen into disgrace, and dared not come into 
the presence of the king. Reinold of Montalban still 
tarried in Britain. Of all the mighty peers of the realm, 
Duke Namon alone was with the king; yet age had 
dimmed the old counsellor’s eye, and unnerved his hand, 
and he was no longer a hero in battle as in the earlier 
days. 

Every day the Frankish host looked with eagerness 
and hope for the coming of Roland or Reinold ; but no 
tidings were heard of them. Some went boldly to the king, 
and prayed him to pardon Ogier his offences, and call him 
to their aid. But the king would not listen. And, to 
make the matter worse, fresh hordes of Saracens came 
daily to strengthen the besiegers. Rodomont, the lion- 
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hearted king of Algiers, and Dardinel, the gentlest born 
of all the Moorish heroes, crossed the sea, and joined their 
forces to those of Marsilius and Agramant; and the 
Saracen lines pressed closer and still more closely upon 
the outposts of the Franks. 

Just at the time when all seemed lost, a herald made 
his way into the city, bearing glad news. Had Roland 
come at last? No; but Reinold, with eight thousand 
Scots and English fighting-men, horse and foot, was but 
a day’s journey away. Hope sprang anew in the hearts of 
the besieged, and their drooping spirits rallied. The next 
night, by means of bridge and boats, Reinold and his little 
army silently crossed the river, and early in the morning 
they attacked the besieging Moors. Reinold, on his famed 
horse Bayard, led the charge, leaving his brave Scots 
fully a bow-shot length behind. At very sight of the 
well-known hero, the Moorish lines began to waver. 
Never had warrior been seen who rode with a prouder 
grace, or fought with greater skill. Many were the valiant 
feats of arms that he performed that day, and many were 
the foes who fell before him. When he had splintered his 
good lance, he drew his sword Flamberge, and rode like a 
destroying hurricane into the Pagan ranks. Right and left 
the Saracens parted before him. Their arms seemed made of 
brittle glass, so easily were they shattered by the descend- 
ing blade. Their bucklers of oak and tanned hides, their 
quilted vests and twisted turbans, seemed but as thinnest 
drapery under its lightning-strokes. And the swarm of 
Pagans who flocked to the field fell in his way like the 
yellow corn before the sickle of the reaper. 

The Moorish host for miles around was now aroused, 
and rushing to the combat. The trumpets bellowed 
forth their deep, sonorous battle-call. The drums beat 
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to arms. On every side were heard the twang of the bow, 
the whizz of the sling, the crash of lances, dire shrieks, and 
dismal groans, and loud laments, and all the terrible din 
of battle. From the more distant parts of the field 
fresh warriors came to fill the gaps which Reinold and 
his Scots had made; and it seemed as though the 
number of the foe grew greater rather than less. The 
meadows which but yesterday had been so green and fair 
were red with human blood; and where the violets and 
buttercups had bloomed before, heaps of slain men and 
slaughtered steeds were now seen. 

While this fearful battle was raging outside of the walls, 
Rodomont, the fierce Algerian chief, rode to the opposite 
side of the city. Single-handed he broke through the un- 
guarded gates, and from one street to another he roamed 
like a raging lion. On every hand he slew, he burned ; he 
spared no one. Charlemagne, who was intent on aiding 
Reinold, knew nothing of this foe within his gates, Two 
thousand Englishmen had cut their way through the 
Moorish lines, and the gates were opened to receive 
and welcome them. The king was about to order a 
sally to be made; his warriors were in line, waiting 
his word of command, when suddenly a squire, all pale 
with dread, and panting for breath, rushed into his 
presence. 

“ Alas, alas!” he cried, scarcely able to say more, “ the 
foe is within the walls! Turn, and see the red flames and 
the curling smoke, and hear the cries of the terror stricken 


’ townsfolk !” 


Charlemagne waited not a moment. With his bravest 
knights he hastened to meet and drive back this unex- 
pected foe. But he found ruin and desolation everywhere. 
The palaces were burned ; the churches were in flames ; 
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women and children were hurrying to and fro, seeking 
places of safety. The king, supposing that a large force 
of the Moors had broken through the walls, rallied his men 
and made his way toward the citadel ; for, thinking all was 
lost, he decided to make a last stand in that strongly 
walled fortress. But Rodomont, drunk with blood and 
victory, and despising all his foes, a sword in one hand and 
a torch in the other, was already there. He had pursued 
the terror-stricken people to the very gates of the castle ; 
and these he was shaking and smiting, as if he would force 
an entrance. From the roof above him the warders threw 
down every sort of missile they could lay hold of, hoping 
to crush their terrible foe. But Rodomont, fearless and 
unharmed, still hewed furiously at the gate. At this 
moment the king and his knights came upon the scene. 
Great was their surprise to learn that all this panic and 
destruction had been the work of asingle man. Together 
they dashed upon the Pagan. Eight lances struck at once 
against the armour of Rodomont, but all glanced off 
harmless. The Algerian chief bore a charmed life, and 
easier would it be to pierce an anvil with a needle than to 
have smitten him with any weapon. At the call of 
Charlemagne other knights rushed upon the Pagan. They 
barricaded all outlets, and sought to take him prisoner. 
But Rodomont walked straight through their midst, 
and seemed not to think that danger threatened him. 
With long steps and slow, he made his way toward the 
river ; but he was hindered and galled on every side by a 
mob of knights and daring men-at-arms. At times he 
turned upon his foes, and fought like a lion at bay. At 
length he reached the river-bank, and cast himself, all 
armed as he was, into the foaming water. Across the 
stream, without any seeming effort, he swam, as if borne 
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up by corks and wafted by the wind. Then he climbed 
upon the farther bank, and, without looking back at his 
baffled foes, strode leisurely away. 

Meanwhile the battle outside of the walls continued with 
ever-increasing fury. Many times the Moors wavered; and 
they would have given way before the terrible onsets of 
Reinold and his Scots, had they not been rallied by their 
- gallant young chief, King Dardinel. This chief bore a shield 
upon which were red and white quarterings, the same as those 
emblazoned on Roland’s arms ; and very rare was his skill 
in combat, and very great his valour. And when Reinold 
saw this, he cried, “ This is an evil plant, which it were well 
to uproot ere it becomes too great and strong.” Then, spur- 
ring his horse toward the young chieftain, he called out, 
“Poor child, whose buckler is that thou bearest? It isa 
dangerous thing for one like thee to carry. Come, show us 
how thou canst defend the chosen colours of our own chief 
Roland! Doubtless thou hast got them by fraud, and thou 
shalt lose them by force.” 

Dardinel was not at all dismayed by the threatening 
tone and manners of the Montalban hero. ‘“ More honour 
than dishonour shall be mine from these quarterings,” he 
answered. “You shall see, that, though I am a child, I 
know well how to defend that which I bear. I trust in God, 
and I shall not disgrace my father’s teaching.” 

When he had spoken, the boy raised his sword, and 
rushed manfully to the conflict. But his weapon fell harm- 
_lessly upon Reinold’s helmet ; and before he could turn 
about or defend himself, that knight dealt him so furious a 
blow in the breast, that he reeled in his saddle and fell life- 
less to the ground. As the violet uprooted by the plough 
lies fading in the scorching sunshine, or as the poppy droops 
its head and in its beauty dies, so perished this young flower 
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of Moorish chivalry. And with him died the hopes of all 
his followers. 

The Saracens, dismayed and beaten, now began a wild 
retreat, and had not Marsilius of Spain wisely led them into 
a fortified camp which he had made ready, some miles away, 
few, if any of them, would have escaped from France. 
That night the Frankish host encamped upon the battle- 
field ; and watchfires high and bright were built all round 
that bloody plain. And the remnant of the Moors lay 
uneasily behind their hastily built earthworks, and planned 
how they might steal away and escape under the friendly 
mantle of darkness. 


ADVENTURE XXIV 


Roland rescues Isabella and Zerbino 


OLAND came to the scene of battle a single day 
R too late. The victory, as we have seen, had been 
won through Reinold’s valour. The Pagan hosts, 
beaten and disheartened, were flying toward Spain, and 
France was freed from her great peril. Roland felt mortified 
and ashamed, that, while others had been fighting for their 
country’s honour, he had been delayed in the air-built castle 
of the magician Atlantes. Yet Charlemagne and his peers 
welcomed him as heartily as if he had come in the time of 
need ; and a day was set apart for glad thanksgiving, not 
only for the great victory which they had gained over their 
foes, but also for the safe return of the hero whom they had 
mourned as lost. 

After this, Roland did many noble deeds of arms for the 
honour of France and Christendom. I cannot stop to tell 
you now of his gallant feats at Rome when that city was 
besieged by Laban and Lukafere, the kings of Babylon ; 
nor of his famous passage-at-arms with the Pagan Sir 
Ferumbras ; nor how he fought and slew the giant Ferragus, 
a monster thirty feet high, and the terror of the Christian 
host; nor how he conquered Sir Otuel of Spain in fair 
fight, and forced him to submit to baptism. All these 
stories, and many more, you may read in the songs and 
poems of the old days of chivalry. Wherever there were 


tyranny and wrong-doing, Roland, with his strong arm and 
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manly voice, sought to defend the right and uphold justice. 
The vows which he had taken upon entering knighthood 
were ever in his mind ; and he deemed that his life could 
not be spent more worthily than in the service of his country, 
his king, and his fellow-men. 

It befel on a day that as Roland was riding through a 
mountainous country hard by the sea, he was overtaken by 
darkness, and looking round for shelter wherein he could 
spend the night he espied a narrow stream of light. It 
came from a cavernous opening some way up the side of 
steep declivity, and tying Brigliadoro to the branch of an 
elm, Roland climbed the hill side and entered into the 
cavern. In front was a narrow flight of rude steps, and 
descending these the knight came to a dank chamber with 
an opening in the vaulted roof, which served both for 
window and chimney. Directly under this, and in the 
centre, blazed a great fire, which cast a ruddy glow upon 
the figures of two persons. One of these was a damsel, 
richly clad, whose beauty and apparel ill accorded with her 
squalid surroundings. Her great blue eyes were swollen 
with weeping, and Roland perceived that she had passed 
through much suffering. 

The other figure was that of an old withered hag, who 
appeared to be in the act of scolding her companion, and 
even as Roland entered she continued to mumble and curse. 

“Tell me,” said the knight to the maiden, “ why thou art 
confined in this cheerless place. Methinks it is not a fitting 
place for such as thou.” 

Then, with many sighs and tears, the maiden told how 
she was Isabella, the only daughter of the old Saracen king 
of Gallicia, and the betrothed of Zerbino, son of the king 
of Scotland. During a voyage to her lover’s country her 
ship had been driven ashore in a great storm, and it had 
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been completely dashed to pieces upon the sharp jagged 
rocks of that inhospitable coast. 

By the exercise of the greatest skill and heroism the 
captain and several of his crew had piloted the ship’s boat 
safely through the shoals, and she had been miraculously 
preserved. Hardly had the little company returned thanks 
to Heaven for their deliverance, however, than a band of 
_ ruffians suddenly emerged. There was a brief struggle, and 
the ill-armed mariners were slain, leaving her a captive on 
the unknown strand. From the conversation of the wretches 
Isabella gathered that she was preserved as a rich prize to 
be sold for a high price to some wealthy Moor, and she had 
daily been dreading this fate which she would have given 
her life to avoid. 

While the damsel was yet speaking, a company of 
brutish-looking men, armed some with hunting-spears and 
some with swords, appeared suddenly inthe cavern. They 
were surprised to see the knight but instantly made ready 
to attack him. Roland lost notimein words. Disdaining 
to use his good sword upon such a motley crew, he seized 
a brand from the fire and hurled it fiercely amongst them. 
Then grasping a heavy settle from the floor, he laid about 
him with such shrewd and lusty blows that the caitiffs were 
soon fleeing for their lives. When they had disappeared 
Roland took the fair Isabella by the hand and together 
they passed out into the sweet cool air of the night. 

“T have heard of the Scottish chief Zerbino,” said the 
knight, when they had proceeded some way. “He follows 

now the banner of my cousin Reinold of Montalban ; and 
there are but few braver knights than he. Come with me, 
and we will find him.” 

With this he mounted Brigliadoro and lifted the maiden 
to a place behind him. As the two rode along the silent 
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forest paths, the stars moved slowly across the grey sky 
above them, and the moon journeyed far to the west, and 
sank in the ocean waves ; and the red dawn began to appear 
in the east. And just as the sun arose they found them- 
selves standing on the brow of a wooded hill, while in the 
valley below them was a small village, or cluster of peasants 
houses ; and farther away, on the brow of another hill, was 
an old, half-ruined castle. 

As Brigliadoro halted, the fresh morning breeze brought 
sounds of excitement and commotion from the village, and 
the cause was plainly to be discerned in a small company 
of men-at-arms who rode slowly with long pennons flutter- 
ing from their lances. 

Leaving Isabella safely concealed in the thick under- 
wood, Roland set spurs to his steed and was soon galloping 
through the single street of the village. As he approached 
he made out the words which the people were wildly shout- 
ing: “Death to the traitor! Hang the villain!” 

Roland was now close to the men-at-arms and he saw 
that they were retainers of Count Anselm of Mayence. 
They were leading a horse upon which a young man, loaded 
with fetters, was securely bound, and judge of Roland’s 
surprise when he recognised in the prisoner none other than 
Zerbino, the Scottish chief of whom he rode in quest. 

“ What is the meaning of this?” cried Roland. ‘ What 
has this man done?” 

“He is a murderer,’ answered one of the guards, 
“Count Pinabel, son of our master, Anselm of Mayence, 
was found dead yesterday in the mountain glen; and this 
is the man who slew him.” 

“Tt is false!” said Zerbino, not raising his head. 

“Tt is true!” said the man. “For he came last night 
to the village inn for lodging, and while he was there the 
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body of poor Pinabel was carried in. No sooner had this 
man come near than the wounds of the slain knight began 
to bleed afresh. There is no surer proof of guilt than that.” 

“ Ay,” cried the rabble, “there is no surer proof!” 

“Untie the man!” said Roland. And he swept his 
lance around him, and knocked a score of the rude fellows 
prone into the dust. “Untie him, and let him go!” 

Zerbino raised his head, and turned to see his deliverer. 
The crowd of angry churls fell back, and began to disperse. 
Within three minutes the road was cleared: guards, 
peasants, and all were flying across the fields, eager to 
escape the fury of the hero. Roland now severed the 
cords and broke the chains with which the prisoner was 
bound. Then, full of thankfulness for his unexpected de- 
livery from death, Zerbino went back to the inn where he 
had stopped, and donned the armour which had been taken 
from him. He found his steed still feeding in his stall ; 
and, having mounted him, he rode out of the village proudly 
by Roland’s side. You may judge of his surprise when 
he met the fair Isabella on the hilltop; and as for her— 
no happier maiden ever lived than she. And the three 
left the village behind them and turned their faces north- 
ward, intending to make their way by the shortest route 
to Paris. 


ADVENTURE XXV 


How Roland became his own Shadow 


through a forest that he was overtaken by a tall and 

powerful knight, clad in rich armour and bearing a 
shield on which was emblazoned the arms of Trojan Hector. 
It was Mandricardo, the Tartar chief, to whom Fortune 
had allotted the arms at one time so greatly coveted by 
Roland. 

He had vowed to obtain possession of Hector’s sword, 
Durandal, the famed blade of Roland, and he was over- 
joyed to see before him the object of his long quest. 

Roland was equally ready to try conclusions with the 
stranger, but noting that he carried only a lance, and 
learning that the Tartar had sworn to bear no other weapon 
until he should make Durandal his own, with the chivalry 
for which he was so widely famed, he hung his sword upon 
a branch. The two knights then rushed fiercely upon each 
other with a shock as of an earthquake. Both lances were 
shivered into a thousand pieces, and the combatants con- 
tinued the fight with the staff-ends, until they, too, were 
splintered. Then the knights grappled with each other 
and each sought to bear his opponent to the ground. 
They were so equally matched that there is no saying 
when the contest would have ended, had not the Tartar lost 
the rein of his horse’s bridle. The steed, feeling himself 
free, made a mad dash which parted the wrestlers, and in a 
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few moments he had borne his master far from the scene 
of the conflict. 

And now I have to tell of a sad thing which befell our 
hero. For many days he had journeyed through trackless 
wilds, when he chanced upon a cool arbour which invited 
him to take shelter from the heat of the midsummer sun, 
which blazed high in the heavens overhead. There was 
a strange throbbing in his temples, his blood seemed 
boiling, his pulse beat hard and fast. Loosening his 
helmet he knelt by the side of a small brook and laved 
his head in the cool stream. But no relief could he get, 
and after a short space he remounted Brigliadoro and 
rode upon his way. Thena dark shadow came upon him 
and he barely had strength to reach a shepherd’s cottage 
which happily lay in his way. 

Fortunately the shepherd and his wife were honest, 
kindly folks, and they befriended their sick guest with 
all loving tendance. 

Some men say that Roland had been deeply in love 
with the fair Angelica, and that his distress at this dark 
time was caused by his fruitless passion. But this is not 
in reason, since was he not betrothed to the fair and heroic 
Aida, sister of Oliver, who waited now for him in Paris, 
and prayed daily for his speedy return? 

Sad it is to say that when the hero was at last able 
to walk unaided from his bed, his mind had not cleared, 
and even when his body had grown hale and his arm 

strong, the cloud still hovered upon him. 
- Then he began to have strange thoughts. “ Roland 
is dead,” said he, “I am his shadow.” 

Suddenly he insisted upon leaving his friends. “The 
king is in danger,” he cried, “1 must ride to the rescue.” 

With that he girded on his armour and buckled on his 
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sword, and mounting the impatient Brigliadoro he dis- 
appeared into the shades of the forest. 

Many leagues did he ride, and the unwonted exertion 
filled him with excitement. He drew his sword 
and smote madly about him. Then he dismounted and 
hewed down the underbrush, and filled a mountain brook 
with stones and turf. After a time he grew calmer. 
“TI am not Roland,’ said he, “I am a shadow, and 
a shadow needs no arms,” With this he threw his sword 
upon the ground, and rushing from one place to another, 
he scattered the various parts of his armour as he 
went, until nothing was left upon him save his under 
apparel. Then with a demoniacal laugh which echoed 
among the mountains, he fled, nobody knew whither. 
Well was it, that in those dark and troublous times 
people were wont to look with awe upon the madman, 
and regard him as one specially protected by Heaven ; 
for, had it been otherwise, the sad shadow of Roland 
would have fared but badly, wandering alone through 
strange and unfriendly lands. 

It happened, not long after this, that Zerbino rode by 
that way with the fair Isabella. As they approached the 
woodland, they were surprised to find the golden spurs of 
Roland lying in the dust by the roadside. A little farther 
on, they saw other pieces of his armour, and lastly his 
shield and sword. And as they looked about them, 
wondering what all this meant, they espied the good steed 
Brigliadoro, calmly grazing in the meadow, his bridle reins 
hanging loose from the saddle-bow. They noticed that 
the trees around them had been strangely hacked and 
hewed, and that the grass and flowers had been rudely 
trampled down ; but they could see no signs of bloodshed, 
nor of any conflict with arms, 
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While yet they stood, uncertain what to do, the shep- 
herd’s son came down the road, on his way to the sheep 
pasture. He stopped, and told them the whole story of 
Roland’s long illness, and of the strange madness which 
had seized upon him. 

“Alas!” said Zerbino, “our brave friend is no longer 
himself. Yet, when his fury is all spent, his senses may 
return to him, and he will need his good arms. We will 
take care that they are not lost.” 

Then he carefully gathered up all the pieces of that 
matchless armour, and hung them on the branches of a 
pine tree by the roadside. And beneath them he carved 
in the soft bark these words: “ THESE ARE THE ARMS OF 
ROLAND.” And he knew that no true knight who read 
this inscription would remove or disturb them. Then 
Zerbino remounted his steed; and, leading Brigliadoro 
behind them, he and the fair Isabella went on their way. 

Scarcely were the Scottish knight and his companion 
well out of sight, when the sound of clattering hoofs 
and ringing armour was heard far down the road. 
It was Mandricardo, the Tartar chief. When he saw 
Roland’s arms hanging upon the pine, he halted, and drew 
near to read the inscription. Twice he read it; and then, 
to make sure that there was no mistake, he scanned with 
great care every piece and part of the armour, but looked 
most at the sword Durandal. 

“Ha!” cried he in great delight, “this is indeed the 

blade of Trojan Hector.” 
He drew it from its scabbard, and looked with pleased 
eyes upon its fine edge, and read the quaint inscription on 
its side. He admired its jewelled hilt, and tested its 
temper by bending its blade into a perfect circle, and by 
hewing the trees and rocks around him, 
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Then he unbuckled the scabbard and the jewelled belt, 
and fastened them to his own armour. “ My long quest,” 
he said, “has not been in vain. With Hector’s arms com- 
plete, who now can contend with Mandricardo?” And, 
striking spurs into his horse’s flanks, he turned and 
galloped back in the direction whence he had come. 

Meanwhile, whither wandered the shadow of the mighty , 
_ Roland? Aimlessly, as one walking in his sleep, he roamed 
through the forests, and over fields and desert wastes. At 
night he slept in the open air, with no shelter but the blue 
vault of heaven. His only food was the wild fruits of the 
forest,—nuts and berries,—and, when these failed, the bark 
of trees. He shunned the dwellings and faces of men, and 
seemed to have forgotten his own manhood. A thousand 
times was his life in peril, and a thousand times did some 
mysterious power shield and save him. Sometimes, in his 
lonely wanderings, he encountered wolves and bears and 
other fierce beasts of the wood; but they harmed him 
not, for they knew that he was but the shadow of a man. 
Sometimes he was endangered by storms and floods, but 
the good fairies who guard the lives of heroes led him 
safely through them. And he wandered in the darkness of 
night among the mountain crags, and on the edge of steep 
cliffs, and amid pitfalls and bottomless gorges; but an 
unseen Power guided his footsteps, and no harm befell 
him. Next he went southward, and climbed the Pyrenees, 
and crossed over into the country of the Spanish Moors. 
And there a strange adventure happened to him. 

Rodomont, the warrior king of Algiers, of whom I have 
elsewhere told you, had withdrawn into Spain. He had 
done many wicked deeds and slain many innocent and 
hapless folk, and he was ever haunted by the remembrance 
of his wrong doings. In a narrow mountain pass, he had 
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‘built a tall tower of solid masonry, in the centre of 
which he placed a little chapel and the tomb of some of 
his most noble victims. On three sides of the tower there 
ran a mountain stream, swift and deep, the water as cold 
as the ice-cliffs from which it was fed. Across this stream 
a wooden bridge was built, scarce two yards wide, and 
guarded by neither rail nor fence. Upon the tower a 
sentinel stood, to give notice when any strange knight 
should approach the bridge. Rodomont himself sat in a 
narrow chamber, like a giant in his cave, ready to ride out 
and meet any new-comer—not with warm words of wel- 
come, but with couched lance and hoarse cries of defiance ; 
for he had vowed that he would not rest until he should 
have the arms of a thousand knights wherewith to deck 
the strange tomb that he had built. And he obliged every 
one who came that way, either to fight him on the bridge, 
or to give up his arms to him asa trophy. From time to 
time, many knights had fallen into his trap. Some, from 
mere bravado and love of adventure, had come thither on 
purpose to meet him in combat on the bridge; but the 
greater number of his victims were innocent travellers, 
who had been belated in the mountains, and had ventured 
to seek shelter in his inhospitable tower. Some had been, 
at the first onset, knocked off the bridge, and drowned in 
the raging torrent below; others had been taken captive 
by the Algerian, their arms hung up as trophies, and they 
themselves thrown into a dungeon. 

One day, the sentinel called, as usual, to his master, 
_ that some one was approaching the bridge. Rodomont 
quickly mounted his war steed, and, with lance in rest, 
galloped out to meet the intruder. But, when he saw what 
kind of man it was who stood on the other end of the 
bridge, he paused. Who would have dreamt that it was 


232 The Story of Roland 


Roland? His clothing was mere tatters and rags; his 
feet were bare; his long hair fell in tangled masses upon 
his shoulders. He glanced uneasily at the raging waters 
beneath him, and then at the high tower beyond ; then his 
eyes rested upon the mailed warrior who confronted him 
at the other end of the bridge, and some of the old fire 
which had so often amazed his foes in battle flashed from 
beneath his shaggy brows. 

“Go back!” cried Rodomont, “The bridge was not built 
for such as thou!” 

Roland heard the words, and dimly understood their 
meaning. He was not wont to obey commands, nor could 
he ever brook an insult. Instead of doing as the Algerian 
bade him, he walked boldly forward without a word. 

Evading the thrust of Rodomont’s lance, Roland seized 
the Algerian giant in his arms as if he had been a child, 
and held him dangling over the side of the bridge; then, 
with all his strength, he flung him down into the roaring 
waters below. But the madman had not wit enough to 
free himself altogether from the grasp of his enemy ; and 
losing his balance, he, too, fell into the stream. The waves 
dashed high about them; but the water was deep, and both 
escaped being dashed upon the rocks. Roland swam at 
once to the shore, and climbed out of the gorge, and went 
on his way, aimlessly and thoughtlessly as before, toward 
the south. And Rodomont, after being drifted far down 
the stream, was cast upon a sand bank, whence, with the 
greatest hardship, he at length succeeded in reaching the 
shore. 

It so happened, that while Roland and the Algerian chief 
were struggling on the bridge, a maiden of France, named 
Flordelis, was passing by. She had been brought up at 


Charlemagne’s court, and had known Roland all her life. 
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So, when she saw him in his pitiable plight, wrestling with 
the fierce Rodomont, she knew, notwithstanding his rags 
and his unkempt hair, that he was none other than the hero 
whom all Christendom mourned as dead. She watched the 
issue of the fight with the greatest anxiety ; and when he 
had fallen into the stream, and clambered to the shore 
again, she tried to approach and speak with him. But he 
fled so fast through the mountain pass, that he far out- 
stripped the palfrey which she rode, and was soon out of 
sight. Whereupon she rode back to France to tell Charle- 
magne and his peers that Roland, the noblest warrior of 
them all, was still alive. 


ADVENTURE XXVI 


In the Land of Prester John 


HEN Charlemagne was assured that Roland 

Ww still lived he called his peers together and 

asked who would seek for the hero and bring 
him back. Some, like the false Ganelon, were for letting 
the matter be, but Oliver spoke up and said that he would 
devote his life to the quest. Astolpho, the poet knight, 
also declared that he would go through all the world in 
search of the peerless knight. 

Now it chanced that the winged horse of Atlantes had 
fallen into the keeping of Astolpho, and in the flush of 
early morning the poet mounted his steed and was carried 
over the green fields of France, past the sunny land of 
Italy, and across the great sandy deserts of Nubia and 
the Nile. 

More swiftly than falcon did they fly, until at last, be- 
yond the boundless regions of Ethiopia, the steed alighted 
in the wondrous realm of the mighty Prester John. 

This ruler dwelt in a palace built of the purest 
white marble, while all about was ivory and gold and 
precious stones. Many lands acknowledged his sway, 
and but for one thing the king and his people would have 
been happy and blessed beyond all the men upon earth. 

Years before the time of which I tell, the king had 


heard of a beautiful mountain where dwelt eternal spring, 


where old age was unknown and to which death never came. 
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In an evil hour he had determined to plant his banners 
on the very top of that delectable mountain, and gathering 
a large army, he marched to its foot. But the cliffs rose 
sheer and inaccessible, and when the warriors tried to 
scale them, rocks rolled down upon their heads; dark 
gorges opened and swallowed them ; and rivers of melted 
rock poured down upon them. 

And then was a voice heard, saying, “Think not, vain 
man, to pry into the secret things of the Most High! Go 
back into thine own country, and be thankful that thy life 
is spared.” 

Upon this the king gathered the remnant of his army 
and turned and fled with all speed from that forbidden 
ground. But ever since that unhappy time he had been 
sore affected by the Harpies who visited him every day 
of his life. For no sooner was the royal table spread, and 
the king sitting at meat, than seven loathsome creatures, 
the very same that oppressed men in the days of Jason 
and his Argonauts, descended upon him with a mighty 
rushing of wind, and bore away the food from before him, 
yea, even from his very hand. 

When Astolpho arrived in the country of this miserable 
king he was conducted to the presence of the monarch, 
and it happened at the very time that the Harpies made 
their daily descent. The poet was horrified at the sight 
and sound of the ancient creatures, and his first thought 
was to join in the panic flight of those about the king. 
However, he bethought him of a horn which he carried 
at his girdle. The weird woman Melissa had given it to 
him, with the words: “Whenever your sword fails, blow 
this horn.” 

He now raised it to his lips and blew upon it sucha 
blast as had never been heard in the land of Prester John. 
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The effect upon the Harpies was magical. Betraying 
the greatest consternation, they rose into mid air and fled 
with the utmost speed of their horrid pinions. Day after 
day passed and they did not return, wherefore the king 
held a public rejoicing, and he promised to bestow upon 
Astolpho any gift which he might demand. 

Now I should have told you that meantime Astolpho 
had learnt from the Fates the whereabouts of Roland. He 
asked of the king, therefore, that he might be given a band 
of warriors which would march with him across the desert 
and invade the land of the Moors, who were at war with 
his liege lord Charlemagne. 

Prester John was well pleased to grant this boon, and 
so Astolpho resumed his way to fulfil the quest upon which 
he had set out from the French Court. 

I need not tell you of the difficulties of the journey 
through the desert, and how they were all overcome by 
the spirit and magical powers of Astolpho, 

Suffice it to say that the band of brave warriors came 
safely to the land of Algeria, and return we now to the 
sad story of the wandering Roland. 

Moving aimlessly from place to place, as if drawn by 
some unseen hand, Roland advanced each day further 
south, until coming at length to the Straits he attempted 
to swim to the opposite shore of Africa. Fortunately a 
passing boat picked him up just as he was on the point 
of sinking with exhaustion, and thus he was safely landed 
in Algeria. 

Not far from the shore were tthe hosts of Charlemagne, 
and one day Astolpho was attracted by sounds of a com- 


motion in their midst. He immediately rode to the scene, 


and judge of his surprise when he saw his old companion 
Roland in the hands of some men-at-arms. He nee 
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hurled himself, all unarmed as he was, in a frenzy of 
madness upon the warriors, and after a desperate struggle _ 
they had succeeded in overcoming him. 

Astolpho now produced a wonderful phial which he had 
obtained in the land of Prester John and which he’ had 
been treasuring for this moment. It had the power to 
restore sense, and the poet-knight held it under the 
madman’s nostrils. 

A great change immediately came over Roland. The 
clouds which had so long obscured his intellect were 
dissipated, never to return, and he opened his eyes upon his 
old associates, Astolpho, Oliver, and Ogier. The vacant 
look had passed and he was calm and composed as in his 
happiest days. The next day a feast and a tournament 
were held in his honour, and the sood Archbishop Turpin 
offered a public thanksgiving for the happy return of the 
wanderer. 

And many stories are told of Roland’s prowess while 
yet the French army remained in Africa—how, single- 
handed, he defeated three kings in a deadly passage of 
arms, by so doing saving the life of Oliver, his brother ; 
how he regained by force the matchless helmet. which 
Ferrau had carried away; how he won also for himself 
the sword Durandal, which Mandricardo the Tartar had 
stolen; and how, at all times, he dealt wisely and 
uprightly, and never sought an unworthy advantage over 
his foes. 
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ADVENTURE XXVII 


The Vale of Thorns 
Ges years passed. In all the world there was 


not such another king as Charlemagne. Wherever 
his arms were carried, there victory followed; and 
neither Pagan nor haughty Christian foe dared lift up hands 
any more against him. His kingdom stretched from the 
Baltic Sea to the Italian shores, and from beyond the 
Rhine to the great Western Ocean. Princes were his 


servants; kings were his vassals; and even the Pope of 


Rome did him homage. And now he had crossed the 
Pyrenees, and was carrying fire and sword into the fair 
fields and rich towns of the Spanish Moors; for he had 
vowed to punish Marsilius, king of Spain, for the injuries 
he had done the French in former years. And he had 
overrun the whole of that haughty land, and had left 
neither castle, nor city, nor wall, unbroken, save only the 
town of Saragossa. . 

One day Charlemagne sat beneath the blossoming trees 
of an orchard near Cordova. White was his beard, and 
scanty were his grey hairs; yet still handsome was his 
body, and proud his form. Around him were the noblest 
of his knights, Roland and Oliver and old Duke Namon, 
and fifteen thousand of the choicest men of France. 
It was a gala-day for the French, and the warriors amusea 
themselves with field-sports, and many pleasant games, 


Presently a party of Moorish messengers were brought 
238 
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before the king. They came from Marsilius at Saragossa, 
who had sent to beg peace of Charlemagne. 

“What will Marsilius give for peace?” asked the 
king. 

“Tf you will go back to your own country, and cease 
this unhappy war,” answered they, “then Marsilius binds 
himself to do this: he will go to Aix at Michaelmas, and 
‘be baptised ; he will do homage then for Spain, and will 
faithfully hold it in fief from you; he will give you great 
store of treasures,—four hundred mules loaded with gold, 
and fifty cartloads of silver, besides numbers of bears and 
lions and tame grey-hounds and seven hundred camels, 
and a thousand moulted falcons. Too long has this cruel 
war been waging. Marsilius would fain have peace.” 

Charlemagne listened to the words of the messengers, 
but he was not quick to answer. He called together his 
peers, and laid the matter before them. 

“ What think you of the Moor’s offers of peace?” eked he. 


“ Put no trust in Marsilius!” cried Roland. “ Heis the 


most faithless of Pagans, and speaks only lies. Carry on 
the war as you have begun, and talk not of the peace until 
Saragossa is ours.” 

Charlemagne’s face grew dark, yet he said not a word. 
It was plain that he coveted the treasures which Marsilius 
had promised. Then Ganelon arose, and with curling lip, 
thus answered,— 

“If Marsilius offers to do fealty for Spain, and to hold 
‘it as a gift from you, wherefore should we refuse his plea ? 
He who would advise you otherwise cares not what manner 
of death we die.” 

And Namon of Bavaria added, “If the Moor is beaten, 
and cries for mercy, it would be an unknightly act to con- 
tinue warring against him. My voice is for peace.” 
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And all the peers, save Roland and Oliver, cried out, 
“The duke hath spoken wisely. Let us have peace!” 

“It is well,” answered Charlemagne; “and so it shall 
be. But whom shall we send to Saragossa to treat with 
Marsilius, and to receive the pledges of good faith which 
he shall give?” 

Here arose a great dispute among the peers as to which 
should undertake this dangerous errand. Duke Namon, 
who was never known to shirk a duty, offered to go; but 
the king would not consent. He liked not to part with 
his wise old friend, even for a single day. 

“J will carry the message,” said Roland. 

“Not so, my brother,” interrupted Oliver. “Thy pride 
will get the better of thy judgment, and thou wilt act 
rashly. Let me undertake the errand.” 

But Charlemagne refused them both. “ Neither of you 
shall go,” said he. “ But you may choose one from among 
these other barons to be the messenger.” 

“ Then send Ganelon of Mayence,” said Roland. “He 
is in favour of this peace, and he is most fit to carry the 
message.” 

“Yes, send Ganelon of Mayence!” cried all the peers. 

Ganelon rose from his seat in rage. Fire flashed from 
his hazel eyes ; his lips quivered ; he tore the sable border 
from his crimson tunic, and stood proudly before Roland, 
“Fool!” cried he. “Who art thou who wouldst send me 
to Marsilius? If ? but live to come again from Saragossa, 
I will deal thee such a blow as thou shalt never forget.” 

“ Speak softly, Sir Ganelon,” said Roland. “Men know 
that I care not for threats. If thou art afraid of the 
danger, mayhap the king will allow me to go in thy place.” 

Hotter than before was Ganelon’s wrath; but he held 
his tongue, and turned humbly toward the king. 
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“My lord,” said he, “since you will that I bear this 
message to Marsilius, I go. But I know too well the 
false-hearted Moor to hope that I shall ever return. I 
pray you, care for my fair son Baldwin, to whom I leave 
my lands and all my fiefs. Keep him well, for these eyes 
of mine shall never see him again.” 

“Thou art too fearful, and too tender of heart,” said the 
king, as he offered to Ganelon the staff and the glove 
which messengers were wont to carry as signs of their 
office. “Go now, and doubt not the issue of thine errand.” 

Ganelon took the staff; but his hand trembled, and the 
glove fell to the ground. 

“An evil omen is that,” whispered the peers who saw 
it. “It is a sign of no good fortune, either to him or to 
ge. 

Then Ganelon bade the king good-bye, and went on 
his way. But he said to himself, “ This is Roland’s doings, 
and I shall hate him my life long: neither shall I love 
Oliver his brother, nor any other of the twelve peers.” 

When he reached Saragossa, Ganelon was led into the 
presence of Marsilius. The Moorish king sat under a pine 
tree, and twenty thousand warriors stood around him, 

What answer bring you from your liege-lord Charle- _ 
magne ?” asked he. f 

Ganelon had studied well what he should say; and he 
answered, like one long used to cunning guile, “If thou 
wilt be baptised and become a Christian, Charlemagne — 
will give thee the half of Spain to hold in fief. If thou 
wilt not accept this offer, then he will besiege thee in 
Saragossa, and take thee prisoner; and he will send thee 
bound upon the back of a sumpter horse to Aix, and there 
he will have thee put to death. This is the message 
which Charlemagne sends thee,” 
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Great was the anger of the Moorish king, and he raised 
his javelin to strike the messenger dead. But Ganelon, 
no whit daunted, set his back against the trunk of a tree, 
and partly drew his sword from its scabbard. 

“Good sword,” said he, “ thou art fair and bright, and 
thou hast done me much service. Never shall it be said 
that Ganelon died alone in a strange land.” 

But the courtiers of King Marsilius intervened. “It 
were better,’ whispered they, “to treat with this man than 
to slay him. If his face slander him not, he isa man who 
may be persuaded to help us. Try him.” 

So Marsilius called Ganelon to his side, and offered 
him five hundred pounds of gold for his friendship. And 
the two sat long together, and plotted bloodshed and 
treason. 

“Indeed, what think you of this Charlemagne?” asked 
the Moor. “ Through how many lands has he carried 
that old body of his? How many scars are there on his 
shield? How many kingdoms has he stolen, and how 
many kings impoverished? Methinks that his days are 
well-nigh spent. He must be more than two hundred 
years old.” 

But Ganelon, although a traitor, would say naught 
against the king. “None can see him,” said he, “ but 
will say that he is a man. None can so praise or honour 
him, but that there shall yet be in him more worth and 
goodness.” 

“Yet, methinks,” said the Moor, “that he is very old, 
His beard is white; his hair is flowered. It is strange 
that he grows not tired of fighting.” 

“That he will never do so long as Roland, his nephew, 
lives,” answered Ganelon. “There, too, is Oliver; and 
there are the other peers of the realm, all of whom the 
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king holds most dear. They alone are worth twenty 
thousand men.” 

“IT have heard much of Roland,” said the Moor; “and I 
would fain put him out of the way. Tell me how it can be 
done, and thou shalt have three baggage horseloads of gold, 
three of silver, and three of fine silk and red wine and jewels.” 

Now Ganelon desired, above all things, the death of 
Roland; and he eagerly made known his plans to 
Marsilius. 

“Send to Charlemagne,” said he,. “great store of 
rich gifts, so that every Frank shall wonder at your 
wealth. Send also hostages, and promise him that on 
next Michaelmas you will be baptised at Aix and do him 
homage for Spain. Pleased with your promises, he will 
return to sweet France. But his rearguard, with Roland 
and Oliver, and twenty thousand Frenchmen, will be long 
among the passes of the Pyrenees. A hundred thousand 
Moors could well cope with them there,” 

Then the two traitors exchanged promises and pledges ; 
and Ganelon, taking with him the keys of Saragossa, and 
rich presents for Charlemagne, went back to Cordova, 

Right glad was Charlemagne to hear the message which 
the lying traitor brought. He was tired of warring, and 
he longed to return in peace to his own sweet France. 
The next day the trumpets sounded throughout the camp. 
The tents were struck; the baggage was packed on the 
sumpter horses ; the knights mounted their steeds ; banners 
and pennons waved thick in the air; the great army 
began its glad march homeward. Joyful was the begin- 
ning of that march ; but, ah, how sad the ending! The 
Franks did not see the crafty Moors following them 
through the upper valleys, their banners furled, their 
helmets closed, their lances in rest. 
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That first night the king was troubled with sad dreams. 
He thought that Ganelon seized his lance and shook it, 
and that it fell in pieces. He thought that he hunted 
in the forest of Ardennes, and that both a boar anda 
leopard attacked him. A thousand fearful fancies vexed 
him. Mountains fell upon him and crushed him; the 
earth yawned and swallowed him; perils beset him on 
every side: but amid them all, the face of Ganelon was 
ever to be seen. 

By and by the army came to the Pyrenees, and the 
great land of France lay just beyond the mountains. 

“To whom now,” said the king to his peers, “shall we 
entrust our rearguard while we pass safely through the 
mountain gates?” 

“Give it to Roland, your nephew,” said Ganelon, 
“There is none more worthy than he.” 

“ And who shall lead the vanguard ?” 

“ Ogier, the Dane. Next to Roland, he is the bravest 
of your peers.” 

Right willingly did Roland accept the dangerous trust. 

“T will see to it,” said he, “that no harm comes to the 
Franks while passing through the gates. Neither pack- 
horse, nor mule, nor palfrey, nor charger, nor man shall we 
lose, that shall not be paid for by the blood of our foes.” 

Mounting his steed, he rode back to the rear. And 
with him went Oliver and Gerin and Gerer and Josse 
and Berenger and Jastor and Anseis, and Duke Gaifer, and 
proud Gerard of Rousillon, and Turpin the Archbishop, and 
twenty thousand valiant fighting-men. Ss 

High were the mountains, and gloomy the valleys; 
dark were the rocks, and fearful were the glens. But the 
day was fair, and the sky was clear; and the bright shields 
of the warriors glittered in the sunlight like flashes of fire. 
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All at once a sound, as of a thousand trumpets blowing’ 
was heard in the valley below them. The Frankish 
knights hearkened. 

“ Comrades,” said Oliver, “ methinks that we are followed 
by the Moors.” 

“And may God grant us battle and victory!” said 
Roland earnestly. “Well is it that we are here to de- 
fend the king. For one.should never murmur that he 
suffers distress for his friends: for them he should lose, 
if need be, both blood and flesh and even life itself.” 

Then Oliver climbed a high pine tree, and looking 
down into the grassy valley behind them, he beheld such 
troops of Pagan folk as he had never seen before. 

“Comrades,” cried he, “we shall have such a battle as 
no one has known. The passes are full of armed Moors: 
their hauberks and glittering helmets fill the lower valleys. 
Great mischief is in store for us, but may we stand to the 
field like men!” 

“Shame be to him that flees!” said the warriors who 
heard him. 

Bewildered and amazed at sight of so terrible an array 
of Pagans, Oliver descended from the tree. 

* «© Brother Roland,” said he, “I pray thee blow thy horn. 
The king will hear it, and he will turn him about and come 
to our succour.” 

“To do so would be to act the part of a craven,” 
answered Roland. “Never shall it be said that I feared a 
foe. I will strike strong strokes with Durandal. III shall 
it fare with the Pagan traitors.” 

“Comrade Roland,” again said Oliver, “now blow thy 
horn. Charlemagne will hear it, and he will make his host 
return.” 

“ Never,’ answered Roland, “shall my kinsmen upbraid 
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me, or be blamed by me. But I will strike with Durandal. 
The brand which the king gave me when he knighted me, 
that shall be our succour.” 

Then Oliver prayed him the third time. ‘‘ Comrade 
Roland, sound now thine ivory horn. Charlemagne, who 
is passing the gates, will hear us and come to our aid.” 

“No man shall ever say,” answered Roland, “that I have 
blown my horn for Pagans. My kinsmen shall not bear 
that reproach. But when the great battle is joined, then 
you shall see the lightning flashes of Durandal in the thickest 
of the fight. A thousand and seven hundred times shall 
the blade be dyed in the blood ofthe Moors. Better would 
it be to perish than suffer shame.” 

But Oliver was not yet satisfied. “I have seen the 
Moorish host,” said he. ‘‘ The mountains and the plains, 
the valleys and the groves, are full of them. Never have 
we fought against such great odds.” 

“Friend and brother,” answered Roland, “say not another 
word, The king has left us here, with a rearguard of twenty 
thousand men, and he esteems every one of usahero. Do 
thou strike with thy lance and thy good blade Haultclear. 
As for me, Durandal shall serve me well. And, if I die, 
men shall say, ‘This sword belonged to a noble knight.” 

The good Archbishop Turpin now rode down the ranks, 
holding a sword in one hand and a crucifix in the other. 
“ Comrades,” cried he, “ the king has left ushere. He trusts 
in us, and for him we shall die. Cry now your sins to 
Heaven. Pray God’s mercy, and ask His blessing.” 

In a moment every knight among those twenty thousand 
horsemen had dismounted. Humbly and reverently every 
knee was bent, and every head was bowed. And the good 
archbishop blessed the company in God’s name. 

“Tf ye die,” said he, “ye shall have places in paradise.” 
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Then the warriors arose, light-hearted and hopeful. They 
rode into the place which is called Roncevaux, the Vale of 
Thorns, and there they put themselves in battle-array, and 
waited the onset of their foes. Roland sat astride of his 
good war-steed, and proudly faced the Moorish host. In 
his hand he held the bared blade Durandal, pointing toward 
heaven. Never was seen a more comely knight. Courteously 
he spoke to the warriors about him. Then, putting spurs 
to his steed, he cried,— 

“ Comrades, ride onward! The day shall be ours!” 

“Forget not the war cry of Charlemagne,” said Oliver. 

At these words the rocks and valleys rang with the cry, 
“Monjoie! Monjoie!” And every warrior dashed forward 
to meet the foe. 

Long and fierce was the fight, and terrible was the 
slaughter. With heart and strength the Frankish knights 
struck. The Moors were slain by hundreds and by thousands. 
For a time victory seemed to be with the Franks. Many 
and valiant were the deeds achieved by Roland and Oliver 
and the archbishop and the peers that were with them. 
But at length Marsilius came down upon them with a fresh 
troop of seven thousand Moors. They hemmed the Frankish 
heroes in on every side. Roland saw his knights falling 
one by one around him. All were slain save sixty men. 

“Oliver, my fair, dear comrade,” said he, “ behold how 
many brave vassals have fallen! The battle goes hard 
with us. If, now, we only knew how to send news to 
Charlemagne, he would return and succour us.” 

“It is too late,” answered Oliver. “ Better would we 
die than suffer shame.” 

Then said Roland, I will sound my ivory horn, May- 
hap Charlemagne, who is passing the gates of Spain, will 
hear it and return.” 
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“Do no such thing,” answered Oliver. “Great shame 
would be upon you and your kinsmen forever. You would 
not blow your horn when I advised it, and now you shall 
not do so because the day is lost.” 

Here the Archbishop rode up, and said, “ The day is 
indeed lost, and to blow the horn would now no more 
avail us. But, should the king hear it, he will come back 
through the passes. He will find us dead: his men will 
lift us in biers and carry us home to be buried in minsters, 
and we shall not be left as food for wolves and dogs.” 

“ Thou sayest well,’ said Roland. And he placed the 
horn to his lips. High were the hills, deep and dark were 
the gorges, narrow were the ways among the mountains. 
Yet the sound of that horn was heard for thirty leagues. 
Charlemagne and Duke Namon heard it while yet they 
were between the gates. 

“Hark!” said the king. “I hear Roland’shorn. The 
felon Moors have attacked him; he is hard pressed in 
battle.” 

“You are foolishly mistaken,” said Ganelon. “There is 
no battle. You are old, your beard is white, your head is 
flowery, you are growing childish. You love your silly 
nephew, Roland, too well. He is only hunting among the 
mountains. He would blow his horn all day for a single 
hare, and then he would boast before you of his valour. 
Ride on. Your own France is not far ahead.” 

But the king was not to be deceived. He ordered 
Ganelon to be seized and bound and given in charge of his 
cooks, who were to hold hima close prisoner. They bound 
him with a great chain, and laid him across the back of a 
sumpter horse; they pulled his beard ; they struck him with 
their fists ; they beat him with sticks. Sorry indeed was 
the traitor’s plight, but his punishment was just. As for 
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Charlemagne, he turned and, with all his host, hastened 
back to the succour of Roland and the valiant rearguard. 
High were the mountain walls, and darkly did they over- 
hang the way ; deep were the mountain gorges ; swift and 
strong were the torrents ; narrow and steep was the road. 
The trumpets sounded : anxiously and with haste the king 
and his horsemen retraced their steps. 

Fiercely still the battle raged in the fated Vale of Thorns, 
One by one the Frankish knights fell; but for every one 
that was slain ten Pagans bit the dust. _ At length Oliver 
was wounded unto death; but still he sat on his horse and 
struck valiantly about him with his good Haultclear. His 
eyes lost their strength : he could not see. He met Roland, 
and struck him a blow which split his helmet down to the 
nose-piece, but luckily wounded him not. 

“ Brother,” said Roland softly and gently, “thou hast not 
done this willingly. I am Roland, he who has loved thee 
so long and so well.” 

“ Ah, comrade!” said Oliver, “I hear thee ; but I can- 
not see thee. Pray forgive me if I have harmed thee.” 

“JT am none the worse,” answered Roland ; “and there 
is naught to forgive.” 

" Tenderly the two brothers bent over from their steeds, 
and embraced each other ; and with much love and many 
hasty words of farewell, they parted. 

At length all the Franks were slain, save only Roland 
and the archbishop. The hero was wounded in a dozen 
places : he felt his life-blood oozing away. Again he drew 
his ivory horn, and feebly sounded it. He would fain 
know whether Charlemagne were coming. The king 
was in the pass, not far away, and he heard the failing 


blast. 
“ Ah, Roland!” said he, “the battle goes ill with thee.” 
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Instantly he turned to his host, and said, “ Blow loud your 
trumpets, that the hero may know that succour comes.” 

At once sixty thousand bugles were blown so loudly 
that the valleys and the caves resounded, and the rocks 
themselves trembled. Roland heard it and thanked God. 
The Pagans heard it and knew that it boded no good to 
them. They rushed in a body upon Roland and the Arch- 
bishop. _ Roland’s horse was slain beneath him ; his shield 
was split in twain ; his hauberk was broken. The arch- 
bishop was mortally wounded, and stretched upon the 
ground. Again the trumpets of Charlemagne’s host were 
heard, and the Pagans fled in great haste toward Spain. 

Roland knelt by the side of the dying archbishop. 
“Kind friend, so good and true,” said he, “now the end 
has come.. Our comrades whom we held so dear are all 
dead. Give me leave to bring them and lay them in order 
by thee, that we may all have thy blessing.” 

“Tt is well,’ answered the good Turpin. “Do as thou 
wilt. The field is thine and mine.” 

So Roland, weak and faint, went all alone through that 
field of blood, seeking his friends. He found Berenger and 
Otho and Anseis and Samson, and proud Gerard of 
Rousillon ; and one by one he brought them and laid 
them on the grass before the archbishop. Lastly he 
brought back Oliver, pressed gently against his bosom, and 
placed him ona shield by the others. The archbishop 
wept; and he lifted up his feeble hands and blessed them : 
“Sad has it been with you, comrades. May God, the 
glorious King, receive your souls in His paradise ! ” 

Roland, well-nigh spent with loss of blood, and overcome 
with grief, now swooned and fell to the ground. The good 
archbishop felt such distress as he had never known before. 
He staggered to his feet ; he took the ivory horn in his 
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hands, and went to Motch water from the brook which flows 
through the Vale of Thorns. Slowly and feebly he tottered 
onward, but not far: his strength failed and he fell to the 
ground. Soon Roland recovered from his swoon and 
looked about him. On the green grass this side of the 
rivulet, he saw the archbishop lying. The good Turpin 
was dead. 

And now Roland felt that he, too, was nigh death’s 
door. He took the ivory horn in one hand, and Durandal 
in the other, and went up a little hill ‘that lies toward 
Spain. He sat down beneath a pine tree where were four 
great blocks of marble. He looked at the blade Durandal. 
“Ha, Durandal,” he said, “how bright and white thou 
art! Thou shinest and flamest against the sun! Many 
countries have I conquered with thee, and now for thee I 
have great grief. Better would it be to destroy thee than 
to have thee fall into the hands of the Pagan folk.” 

With great effort he raised himself on his feet again. 
Ten times he smote with Durandal the great rock before 
him. But the sword was bright and whole as ever, while 
the rock was split in pieces. Then the hero lay down 
upon the grass, with his face toward the foe. He put the 
sword and the horn under him. He stretched his right 
glove toward heaven, and an unseen hand came and took 
it away. Dead was the matchless hero. 

Not long after this King Charlemagne with his host 
came to the death-strewn Vale of Thorns. Great was 
the grief of the king and of all the Franks, when they 
found that they had come too late to save even a single 
life. Roland was found lying on the grass, his face turned 
toward Spain. Charlemagne took him up tenderly in his 


arms, and wept. 
“Friend Roland,” said he, “ worthiest of men, bravest 
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of warriors, noblest of all my knights, what shall I say 
when they in France shall ask news of thee? I shall tell 
them that thou art dead in Spain. With great sorrow 
shall I hold my realm from this time on. Every day I 
shall weep and bewail thee, and wish that my life, too, 
were ended.” 

Sadly the Franks buried their dead on the field where 
they had fallen. But the king brought Roland and 
Oliver and the archbishop to Blaye in France, and laid 
them in white marble tombs ; and there they lie until this 
day, in the beautiful little chapel of St. Ronan’s. And 
he took the ivory horn to Bordeaux, and filled it with fine 
gold, and laid it on the altar of the church in that city ; 
and there it is still seen by the pious pilgrims who visit 
that place, 


THE AFTER WORD 


songs and poems of the middle ages, 

When Charlemagne returned, sad and worn with 
many cares, to his own chosen home at Aix, a fair damsel 
met him on the threshold of his palace. It was Alda, 
Oliver’s sister, the betrothed wife of Roland. 

“Where now is Roland the hero, the worthiest of 
the barons of France ?” asked she. 

Scarcely could the king make answer, so great was the 
sorrow which lay at his heart. “Sister, fair friend,” said 
he gently, “that noble knight whom we both loved so 
well can nevermore come to thee, nor will his strong arm 
ever again defend us.” 

Faded then the colour from the faithful maiden’s cheeks. 
She cried not, nor uttered a sound. She tottered, and fell 
‘on the stone pavement at Charlemagne’s feet. God is 
kind: He takes the broken-hearted home. The maidens 
in the palace raised her up tenderly, and bore her into the 
quiet little chapel, where they watched over her body, and 
prayed for her soul, until the break of day ; and then, 
with many sad tears and bitter lamentations, they buried 

her close by the altar, and great honour did the king pay 
to her. 

As for Ganelon the traitor, he was brought before the 
council of peers, loaded with irons and chained like a felon. 
“Lord barons,” said the king, “here is Ganelon, whom I 
pray you will judge as beseemeth you just. He has 
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traitorously taken from me twenty thousand of my host, 
and my nephew whom ye shall never see, and Oliver the 
brave and the courteous ; and he has betrayed the twelve 
peers for gold.” 

The song goes on to tell, how, through the advice of 
Thierry of Anjou, Ganelon was sentenced to be torn in 
pieces by horses,—a just punishment for one so base and 
vile. But Charlemagne’s heart was overburdened with 
sorrow and care; and naught could bring again the hope- 
ful days of the past. “QO God!” said he in despair, “so 
painful is my life!” And he wept with his eyes, and 
tore his snow-white beard. 

Here ends the song which Turold sang. But another 
poem! tells us, that, not long after this, the great king 
died, and that at the moment of his death all the bells in 
the kingdom tolled, of their own accord, a solemn dirge. 
He was buried in Aix-la-Chapelle, in a tomb, which, 
according to one account,? was very rich and well made. 
And on this tomb were painted all the battles which he 
had fought and won. But on that side which faced 
toward the Pyrenees Mountains, where he had been out- 
witted and defeated by the Moors, there was not any thing 
painted ; for he had not yet avenged himself for the latest 
injuries which he had there received. 


1 Couronnement de Louis. 2 Crénica General de Espafia. 
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